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© PROLOGUE. 
WRITTEN BY THE | AUTHOR, 


| SPOKEN BY MR, MIDDLETOX, 


WHO wrote this play ſome might be glad to know,” 15 


And why a ſecret---Pll attempt to ſhew--- | 

A certain youth, his name no matter w 

Reſolv'd to try if he could act or not, 

And to be ſeen by all, by none be known, 

Fixt on this project to deceive the town, 
Cautious, or voice, or feature to expoſe, "$2 
Poor Mungo was the part our Novice choſe. 

He locks his door, and ſmears his face with cork, 
Looks in the glaſs, laughs, and admires his works 
He dances, ſings, and all ſo like a black, 

An elbow chair, the hamper on his back; 

Aſks of the manager to take a trial, 

And ſpouting decent, meets with no denial. 

Up go the bills, the Padlock now the farce is, 
So careful, even in black face he rehearſes ; 
Curious to know who this ſame ſtranger is, 

We ſcan each tone and trace the ſooty phiz. 

It's Mr. this---Lord that con jecture, doubt, 
Not one of us can make the younker out. 

The houſe is full, behind the culprit ſtands, 
Now fear appalls, now hope his breaſt expands; 
Peeps thro” the curtain, trembling cons his part, 
The prompter's bell now ſtrikes upon his heart. | 
Off plays the Overture; the piece begun 

Up goes his hamper, Mungo marches on; 

He bows---confus'd, the loud applauſe he hears, 
A generous public, diflipates his fears, 
Encouragement draws forth his latent powers, 
And approbation falls i in auf ſhowers, 
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' PROLOGUE. 


Poor Mungo meeting with deſerv'd ſucgeſs, 
Now wipes his face, puts on his real drefy, 
Speaks in his natural voice, and Oh! ſurprize! 
An old acquaintance ſtands before our eyes. 
Juſt ſo, the fearful author of our play, 
Dreading the nettle, anxious for the Bay ; 
With timid prudence, has himſelf conceal'd, 
- And by ſucceſs alone, can be reveaPd; 
His fears exhibit ſome ſmall ſigns of grace, 
Oh kindly bid him ſhew his fooliſh face. 
Yet if ill- natur'd folks ſhould break his Toy, 
I fear the bard will blubber like a boy; | 
But on this baſis ever will he truſt; / 
A London audience is as kind as juſt. | 
To pleaſe alone, he takes your two hours leiſure, 
| Wiſh to be pleas'd is half way meeting pleaſure, | 
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Sir Carrol O Donovan, ... Mr. AlckIx. 
O' Donovan (under the name of _ 

Lary Kavanagh); ........ Mr. HoL MAN. 
Aircourt, . ee be ee eee. Mr. La WIBs "28 
Larry Kavanagh (under the - 

name of O' Donovan), .. Mr. BEANCRARD. 
Alibi, EN EGG cee Mr. QuvICK. | 
Metheg lin, . .. . . . .. . . ... Mr. EDWIN. C 
Nol Pros, . . . .. . . . . .. . ..... Mr, BOOTH. 
Pavot; esse ede sessel . Wii 


| Lady Arable, RB 804% Wes. Mrs. BERNARD. 


Lady Jane, . . . .. . . . . ... Miſs BRUNTON. 

Sophia, .. .. . . . ooo. WINS FONTENSLLE: 
AA! mme er. i 
Katt; Kavanagh, . . . . ...... Mrs. WEBB. 
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SCENE I. Pe OO 
A Room at the Toy Tavern. 


* 


Enter AIRCOURT and 1f WAITER» 


A1RCOURT. 
Any of our lads here at the Toy fince, Ned? 
iſt Wait. Yes, your honor—the crew of your 
pleaſure barge dined with us laſt Sunday. . 
Air. Is old Alibi, the Attorney, often down at 
Hampton Court ? n 
iſt Wait. Why, yes, Sir—he's now over at his 
houſe. ; | $9 as rh 
Air. Have you ſeen his ward, Miſs Sophia, lately? 
_ 1it Wait. Ah, poor young Lady! he ſeldom lets 
her go out, but to church 3—a charity for ſome 
Gentleman, like your honor, to whip off to church 
with her. 7 en 
Air. Why, Ned, I have ſome notion; but to 
give you a ſimile in your own way—the old black 
raſcal keeps her cloſe as a cork in a bottle: which, 


to get out, I muſtn't bolt inward, but turn ſcrew 
"Wd. Ihe. B round 


3 
| 
| 
4 
: 
: 
WE | 
£ 
: 
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1 "FAR ro 


of a 2 cluck's the 23 (bet rin g5) 

| Tris Waiter. 
How ſhall I get to ſee her >—My new rival tool 
who can he be? where did Sophia ſay ſhe ſaw him? 
(takes out and peruſes a letter) * N oticed his watch- 
ing me at the gate of Sir Aſhton Lever's Mu- 
e ſeum—heavy ſhower at Chelfea—brought guar- 
% dian and I to town in his  hackney-coach—a 
« monſtrous fool !”—Yes, but if this monſtrous 
fool ſhould prove an over- match — all my wit — 
It I could only contrive to ſee her 


The Door i is flung open, and 24 War T ER 1 
LAAIT KAVANAGH. 


2d Wait. This way, Sir. | 
Larry. Why, you ſcoundrel, this room is TT” ; 
2d Wait. Sir, Taſk your pardon, but I N t 
Lurry. Pray, Sir, excuſe this Went N 
Air. O' Donovan 
* Larry. Aircourt! who thought of mecting you 
here. [Exit Waiter] How could you mention 


my name; Pm incog.—down here upon a love- 


ſcheme—You know 1 told you over the laſt bottle 
we crack'd together at the Bedford— _ 

Air. True, our candles went out, and your Kory 
ſet me aſleep—{ yawns) _ 

Larry. Well, rouze now—You know, my father 
(who, from my having been educated abroad, has 


never ſeen me) taking a fancy to marry me to a 


daughter of Lady Arable's, that's coming with him 


from Ireland, rk for me to meet him at her 


houſe, ſomewhere about Hampton - Court here— 
+; 2 0 11 


WO 


Her houſe is— 
Tarp. Let it day tbers- Albi, teen 


thar's fil houſe. (pointing ) ee to wr 


the moſt lovely, the ſweeteſt | 
Air. Ehi my vp (aft) 4 4 des 5 3 
0 4 P'Il have her 27 Fa; | 
Air. Will you faith / (afar) What, then you 
uainted with her? 2.92 820 


N. e with her guardian, ha, ha, ha! 
—at—the gate the Muſeum n 
Fields. 15 eee £12908 
Air. Leicelter Ficlds—Oh, Oh! (afde ) 
Larry. She would fee the butterflies, ba, ha, ha! 
le, in a rage, flapping his cane on a ſhew-glaſs 
of watch-ſtrings, ſeals and ſleeve buttons, cries 
Zounds ] it's half a crown the exact price of that 
pane, ſays the man of the ſhop. - The expence of 
this accident determined the affair; and the 
rous Attorney, inſtead of Sir Aſhton's, propoſing 
a trudge to Don Saktero's, I whip'd in a hack be- 
fore them to Chelſea. An — diſh of tea, 
e tones in 3 the 


is Sonhia's monſtrous fopl 900 


Larry. 1 throw 2 tender glance, n | 


and we We hearts thro" yu! eee 


les 


Air. Damn your les! (fur ) 
Larry. What! i i 


Air. I want to know your ſcheme, (recavering an 
aſſumed gaiety) 
od 2 Larry. 


OR, Tn u nk bar. 2 
. Lady Anble Dye dee alt menue s 


The firſt time I ſaw my'charmer, e was | 


\ 


2 


2 
© 


Chatceryrlanc, ha, ha ha! 
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Ns "THE Tor: 


3 Will you help ?—Read that eter 
(gives it.) FL 
Air. ¶ Reads — Capias Alibi, Eq Dear Sir, 
— is a young man from Yorkſhire s 
defirous to improve himſelf in the profeſ- 
ic ſion 85 an Attorney, L recommend him to you. 
« and think a dealing in this'caſe will by to the 
advantage of both. Tour 5, Nol Pros. „Nel. 
what of this ? 
. Ha, ha, ha! cant ou fre?—That 
I procur'd for a little alf a brother 


| rev er of Alibi I deliver it—it gains me free 


on to r r FN if I don't avail my» 


Air. Muſt ti turn him off from this (afide) Won' t 


ſell—. 


Alibi remember you in the Chelſea ſhower, ba, 
ha, ha! Won't he? 


Larry. No, he won 't, ha, ha hat (Mamiching;) ; 


for to get the worth of his money in gaping _ 


he ſcarce look'd at me at Don Saltero's—and the 

to face the Lady I fat beſide him in the ton 
then I ſhall change my voice; and to provide for 
that, you ſee I've: made Nol ſay in the letter, Iam 


from Yorkſhire—and book lei d all over (dif | 


ws his dreſs)... 
+a But really now, do you think old Alibi 


is ſuch a dupe as not to perceive from your air, 
perſon, and addreſs, the faſhion that's in your 
altogether What! take you for a ſodid—little 
—lhabby— Curlitor-ſtreet —Ram-ſkin Scribbler ? 


Ha, ha, ha! Never, never The Gentleman in 


your coat wou'd belie Nol Pros's letter, and get 
you, and it, kick'd out of the houſe, to the cter- 
nal diſgrace of St. James's, and the neg of 


Larry. 


on. THR TAS OF R DAY. a 7 
Aircburt, 1 believe 1you re "right—No 


75 
ace one of us. 


Air. Depend upon it-the? old Attorney wou'd 
perceive the diamond, tho ſet in copper. 
Larry. This air of travel that we acquire a- 
broad I wiſh I was'nt ſo elegant in my I wiſh 
I had a little of the common Now, you, Air- 
court, how. natural yourd look wo. : 
Scribble. $65: 
Air. Oh, you flatterme | - , ola i AD | 
Larry. Nay, now pon honour, - 1 don't mean 
to—o Y you are ſo good a mimic—and wa 

at thoſe private plays, ha, rh ha Ren: YE 
capital in the Yorkſhie 1 | + OT eee 

Air. D' = think ſo? TB, 11 

- Lorry. O , you'd top the charafter | 1 3 

Air. > Thea: Pit appear in it. (aſide. * 
two. (Looking at his watch) - 1 C25 Set t to ee 
lane by the ſecond act. 

Larry. Sdeath don't think of Torn or Play- 
houſes to night! you are a man of wit and in, 
and may help me in this affair. 

Air. Her Caliſta is one of the moſt capital— 
when ſhe tears the letter, to atoms—thus let me 
tear the wicked lying evidence of ſhame.” . (Having 
unſeen put Larry's letter in his pocket, tears a paper). 

Larry. Why *Sdeath Sir, you ve tore * | 
letter! 
Air. And then her {axle of conternp upon 
Horatio after | 
Larry. The devil take ink — Horatio d'ye 
ſee what you have done, Sir ? knock'd up my 
whole affair! | 

Air. (Looking at the \ Glopments. Y Eh!” I aſk. 
Feen I did'nt think what 1 was about; only 

your 


- 
% 
— > 


ſort. 


— ar: 
your e *. Plays, threw my idea 


at once upon the 


Larry. Bleſs my life Now, if 1 know what I 


| mal wouds's with for—— 


Air. Come, tho I have deſtroy' your pakport, 
8 done, ha, ha, ha! _ 
Larry. No! Upon wy: ſoul and bonor, this is 
exceeding cruel 1:1, | * 

Air. O'Donovan, you'd beſt give op this ſcheme 


| — Beſides Lady Jane Agable. £ s ove of the moſt 


ROS girls 


Larry. Eh! 1 
3 An elegant et Hadn't you beſt fee 
Hee firſt, before you commence operations againſt 
the Attorney ? | 
Larry. 1 don't know; if Lady Jane is ſo very 


| Ani bie Vas it's a match of Dad 1 may couple 
duty and inclination—thank' ye—1 will. 


Air. And if you don't like her For any project 


to wel Gar Sophia, I'm yours, from a ſpank to Scot - 


—burmng! his houſe—or—any trifle of that 


Larry. That's kind! 
Air. It's miſchief, and you know that's my 


8 denient, 


Larry. I live in it, ha, ha, ha Love, Fire, 


and Frolick,” that's my motto. My dear Air- 


court, I thank you heartily—T'll go dreſs (my 
baggage is here at the Toy.) and then for Lady's 
Arable's— Ha, ha, ha! Dad don't know] have 


been five months diverting myſelf in England 


thinks I'm till at the Univerſity in Paris, ha, ha, 


ha !—T've rais'd a curs'd fight of caſh beyond 
his allowance—ſported all and, now, here in Lon- 


don, when the old one comes over, my bills will 


come 


OR, TE Ln OF/THE DAY. ts 


tome pelting in upon him; but TY TY a quint 
at Lady Jane, and if the Cs gorge a face) Fre ; 
Sophia at a beck. 

Air. Your Sophia perhaps ivat bome now?=s 5 
that is — he keeps her cloſe 
. Cloſe . He dd ed ſhe ſaves him the | 
expence of a clerk. ' A pen in her band, (L wars 
rant,) this inſtant; and inſtead of an Expetts 
her ladythip's company to cards” in a delicate Ita- 
_—— French paper, —it's a „ Whereas, * hay N 

8 | 


Air. Or a twenty-corner'd black text of « Gare 


all Men by these Presents upon a ſhrivelled roll of 
yellow parchment, ba, ha, ha! | 

Larry. But Aircourt, don't think of the Sids 
dons's Caliſta to-night. 

Air, Well, well, I won 't,—This letter will de, 
and for change of cloaths, friend Ned here, the 
| Waiter, can equip me. (ade) : 

Larry. (looking at the- fragments of the letter) 
Honeſt Nol Pros's letter! what is to be done? 

Air. Oh, Nol Proſs's letter will do ſomething 
yet. (of) | ; | Enn 


8 1 n | * | 
SCENE II. 
An office i in Ali's houſe. 


SOPHIA diſcovered writing at @ high deſk. 


Soph. (Daſhing the Pen bn I won't, I will 


not write any more of his plaguy Te" 
la- 


wur ro: 


Eb Was ever poor girl ſo uſed „ 
this wicked old Attorney! Cruel Mama! 
to 8 ſuch a wretch her executor, and con- 


demn me to the guardianſhip of one, who will never 


ſuffer me to be united to the man I eſteem, 


whilſt it's his intereſt to keep my fortune in his 
hands. Here won t even hire a clerk, but claps 
2 pen in my band, and ties me like a ſeal to his 
ugly parchment, while my heart can receive no im- 
— but the idea of my belovecl Aircourt - 

4% Young Harry s the lad tor me.“ (Sings and 


= about. Y 


Alt without.) n 
Ha, ha, ha! Yes, the very thing I wanted 


| nee Sophy, look at my forehead ; any blood 


come? Ionly wiſhit wou'd !—I've been endeavouri 
to provoke the Exciſeman, and abuſing him theſe fix 
weeks; but at laſt I've work'd him up to it-Od! 
he has given me a choice knock on the pate— Les, 
*twill bear a moſt delicious action the rogue's 
worth money, and PII have ſwinging damages. 
Soph. La Sir, do you go out to quarrel with the 
people only on purpoſe that they may beat you? 
Alibi. To be fure---Beat ! why, I have made fifty 
pounds out of the threatning wag of a finger, and 
have carn'd a hundred guineas of a 1 only by 
ſingle claps on the ſhoulder. Now, Miſs, have you 
drawn up the bill of indictment (Looking over the 
Papers. Child, you'll have no uſe. for your for- 
tune---your knowledge in the law will---By the 
Lord, you'll make a choice chamber-counſel !, he, 
he, he! this thump on my forehead has made me 
ſo merry---but 'twill bring me thumping damages; 
let's ſee, have you done it? It's my way to have 


the information ready even before the battery is 
given 


ez, THE-LIE OF-THE DAY; „ 


given=--/reads. — % Pariſh aloreſaid=>Gbuntyafor- 
* faid—did make an aſſault, and did then and 
* there beat, wound, and cruelly ill treat, againſt 
te the peace of our Sovereign Lord the King but 
« of all the fine wreſtlers, that dance on the green, 

ung Harry” s the lad for me.” —Oh ! the De- 
| vil — Here's a Bill of Indictment to come before 
a Grand Jury So the exciſeman breaks my head 
with his gauging ſtick, and then, young * 8 
the lad for me! 

Sopb. Well, and ſo Harry Aircourt is, in ſpite 
of you or all Weſtminſter Hall, with Lord Chief 
Juſtice Mansfield at your head. 

an I wiſh I cou'd but once ſee this fine Mr. 

wy Aircourt—in the ſtreet tho: only to ſee if 
be s ſuch a Prime-Serjeant as you make him, 
Soph. He a Prime Serjeant No; heaven made 
my Aircourt handſome, witty, gay, generous and 
-natured. 

Alibi. It's his good-nature that ſhoves him on to 
make ballads a me, and ſet all his drunken 
companions at the Globe roaring out 1n chorus, 
O rare old Alibi!” 

Soph. Ha, ha, ba! ws, 

Alibi. Yes, it's a fine 1 ry it ſeems, 


Alibi. And to clap t me up in the print hops, as 
you tell me, he threatens to do. | 

Soph. He ſhall; you ſhall be caricatur'd, the 
citizen at his villa, juſt return'd from town on a 
Saturday evening; unloading the ſeat of your 


whiſky for Sunday's dinner, or painting your little 
VOL, 111. c green 


: | S + ef ap 18 1 - - 7 4 . 
* r 


green rails before your door, in your red night-cap, - 
with your pipe in your mouth. . * | 
Alibi. Pipe and cap nobody ſhall know it's 
me, for I'll ſmoak ſegars, and paint the tails in my 
three cock'd hat, and my one-buckled wis 
Soph. Ah, you'll fell for half a crown, that's 
more than all the Attornies in England are worth, 
ha, ha, ha! Indeed, my dear guardian, Johnny 
Gilpin ſhall be a fool to you 8 | 
Alibi, Hark you, Miſs, I'll Johnny Gilpin you! 
Soph. Yes ; and you're Iriſh too, tho*. you deny 
it but you're right there, for you're a diſgrace to 
your country. FF 
Alibi. Pm not—I'm not Iriſh—— Who could 
have told her this? (afide) 67 NCT 
Soph. Have I touch'd you! Ha, ha, Ha! 
Alibi. Very well—you know Miſs you mount a 
new hat next Friday—that'sall. But hats may happen 
to ſtay in milliner's ſhops, and old Gentlemen may 
keep their money in their pockets—that's all. 
Soph. You mean old knaves may keep other peo- 
ple's money in their pockets. Oh, thy Aircourt ! 
the worſe I'm treated by my ungenerous perſecu- 
tor, the more I long for liberty by ſuch a dear 
W f . 
Enter Alx counr, (diſguiſed as a Conntry-Lad.) 


Abi. (feeing Aircourt, in à great hurry puts 
Sophia out) Who are you, what do you want? 
Air. (in @ country dealeft) I want to larn the Laa. 


1 Alibi. You want to larn the Laa -I wiſh you'd 
& learn manners. OO þ 
[1 Air. On, I have, for I daunce mortiſhly weel— 
k 401, You dance then perhaps you come here 
1 for a partner. (looking after Sophia.) 

1 Air. Yee. f | 

| Alibi. 


OR, THE EE o THE DAY. 0 


Alibi. What do you want? Ee N. | 
Air. I want—that letter. gives it.) (4; 

Alibi, You want this inn what do you 
give it to-me for ? 

Air. Look at the outſide, | | 

Alibi. Capias Alibi;“ (peruſes) Bates A 
Yorkſhire Attorney—- -recommend—dealing—this | 
caſe—-advantage, yours, Nol Pros.“ — Well, Lork- 
chue's a god country to produce an 1 TINE 
friend Nol gives you a good character. 

Arr. On, yez. Zur, I'm a very honeſt dirs - 

Alibi. Honeſt,. and want to be an Attorney! 1 
p © th nk I can do any thing with you. H 

Air. No! then what am I to do with the money 
feyther has ſent up wi me for it? | 

"Aliti, You have money ! now I look at you 
again, you're a very promiſing lad. 

Air. Couſin Nol ſaid 1 might arn, board and 

llecj here. 

Alibi. afide If you ſleep here, you: muſt: board, 
for I've no bed for you. 

4. You: ſee, my money is ready; 20 . hope | 
you'll afford me a good bed. 

Alibi Why, you dog, your ready money ſhews 
you don't want to lie upon tick, ha, ha, bal 
able rogue, {afide) and it, in one of my paſſions, 
I. ſhould cane him, he may be for — Hark ye, 
perhaps I ſhan't beat you above once before you 
commit a fault. 

Ar. Before! 

libi. Yes; I may threſh you out of pure good. 
nature, only to ſhew * what you are to expect if 
you delerve it. 

Air. On, then I'm to be beat to fave me from 
a threſhing! that's good nature indeed, ha, ha, ha! 

es | Aliot. 


= 4 * 


THE TOY ; - 
Alibi. (afide) I think I may venture to let this 


young owl into my neſt— ſou are not given to 


girls, are you? | 
Air. 1 zometimes play wi the meads, a i bit. 
Alibi.“ You play with the meads a wi bit“ — 
well ſaid Yorkſhire ; but you won't dare to ſpeak, 
to a young Lady? | 
Air. Oh, not for the world—T'd bluſh ſo hugely. 
Alibi. That's right; I like a modeſt youth 
becauſe I have a young Miſs within here  *© 
Air. Oh, lack-a-daiſy, do you keep a Miſs? 
Alibi. Ha, ha, ha! what a ſimpleton But 5 
ſtay, before I determine to retain him, I'II firſt ſee + 


their behaviour together —.Miſs Sophy ? 


(Unlocks the door and calls, | 


Enter Sopnra. | | (6 | 
Air. 22 my dear girl |. I hope ſhe'll know, - 
me. * 
Alibi. Well, now Sophy, as to the writing—I 
think I can— 1 
Soph. Pon my honor 1 will not write any more 
for you. 
Alibi. Well, well, you ſhan't, child. I've got 
a new Clerk, a very ingenious perſon. Ve: 


Soph. Some Finefle here. This muſt be the | 


fop that follow'd me to Chelſea—he ſaid he'd viſit 
me in diſguiſe---but I'll ditcourage his impertinence 
in time (afide) Ha, ha, ha! my very wiſe, vigi- 
tant guardian! where's all your ſhrewdneſs and A 
gacity ?---Ha, ha, ha * can't ſee that this is an 
1mpoſtor ? 

Alibi. Eh! . Sir, wha are you —-Air- 
court perhaps. but, no, ſhe woudn't diſcover him. 
(de * | 

Soph; 
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"Soph. A clerk! ha; ha, ba! this is only a very. 
facetious Gentleman that's come hither on « ſcheme 
to run away with me, 

Alibi. How! 95 3 

Sopb. Look ! you can't know the polite Stre⸗ 
phon that brought us from Chelſea | in the e 
coach? | 

Alibi. This! ( being earneſtly at lia) 

Air What, I---He, he, he! 

Soph. Bleſs me, it's Aircourt himſelf. Gj | 

Alibi. Why, Sophia, you're the moſt. conceit- 
ed--when neither you or I, ever ſaw this yo | 
man before---Ah, that coxcomb Aircourt, has blown 
you up ſo with his nonſenſe, that you imagine all 
the youhg men in the town are laying plans and 
metamorphoſes ; ha, ha, hal- Come to run away 
with you OY this is the moſt egregious piece 
of vanity ! you are welcome, my lad; and ſo is 
your money. 

Soph. Oh, yau'd better not keep him, for now I 
look at him again; he's vaſtly like Aircourt. 
Abi. She only ſays this to vex me; - he ſhall be 

my clerk above all the clerks in Chriſtendom. 

Air. (Bows) thank y'e, Sir, 

Soph. Well---mind, if you keep him---he ſhall 
make love to me above all the clerks in Chriſtendom. 

Alibi. Hey ! Ah, ſhe wants to frighten | me, 5 
| 'twont do, Sophy. | 

Soph. Won't the fool even look at me ? 

Arr. He, he, he thank ee, ma'am (bowws auk- 
Tara! ) ; 

Soph. (Imitating) = He, he, he! thank'eema am!“ 
—Oh, you ſhocck! | 

Alibi. He s no ſhock ! he's a pretty boy. 

Air. Thank ye, Sir. 


— 


Alibi. 
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* Alibi. And will be Lord Chancellor, won; you, N 
obin ? | \y | 

Ar. That's my name, ſure enough. _ 

Soph. Well, mind'you Jack Robin—fince guar- 
25 will keep you here, you. ſhall be my beau, and 

e love to me. 

wy (affecting a baſsful ſimplicity. Love! 
Oh, Miſs ! He, he, he! 5 

Alibi. If you really wiſh'd he ſhou's, you'd. 
never bid him do it before me, no, no; you 
know I know you, my litt'e Sgph !—. 

Soph. Indeed you flatter yourleltr my little guard, | 

Alibi, Get you in. 

Soph. Now, pray: 

Alibi. Goo (puts. Her in) 
Don't mind her, Robin; her head's ſo full of this 
Aircourt, that I believe ſhe d deſpiſe eyen a Judge 
upon the bench. 5 

Air. What then, ſhe loves one Aircourt ? | 

Alibi. But, my young clerk, by way of bes» 
ginning, I'll ſet you a, taſk; Rep into that room 
there, and ingroſs this deed. (Gives him papers; 
Aircourt is opening the door at which Sophia went 0 } 
—Stop,—that door, if you pleale—\ Prevents bis 
entrance, and points to, the center door. 

Air I thought I was to ingroſs there, be, Eh 
be! pointing to Sophid's door) | 
Alibi. Robin, you're a good lad, but for 2 law- 

heaven fave uss 

Air. Then you think my coming here anſwers 
the purpoſe ? 

Alibi. Oh, yes, your coming here anſwers the 
purpoſe. chinking the money \ 

Air. And that by this; means I ſhall get all I 


ner (ſtealing the fey « out 9. Sophia's door: 
Alibi, 
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Alibi. (counting the r Ts by this means 


we get all we want. 
r. Dear, how much boy vor am obliged to Mr. Not 
Pros! V | IeErit in at center door, 
Alibi. Write. away, my boy; and I warrant you'll 
be Attorney General, ſome unday or other. I 1 
dreſs my wig upon your block to- -INOTFOW. " 


METREGLIN. (übe ; 


Are you above, Maſter Alibi? 

Alibi. Mr. Metheglin, Lady Arable's pulls 
then ſhe's return'd From Ireland Oh, the ſnug 
thought of me, to ſet her on to purchaſe that. little 
eſtate of Sir Carrol O' Donovan, the ſpot on which 
I was born! Te made her bear all the expence of 
going over—and now I'll frighten her ſo with bad 
tenants, White-Boys, and eep-a-Day Men, that 
ſhe'll be glad to be off her bargain—Yes, I _ 
have it for a ſong. Ah, Metheglin! 


Enter MEgTHEGLIN, 


Meth. How are you, Maſter Alibi? 

Alibi, Well, and what, and how's Lady Arable? 

Meth. Rare and buckſome, and ſo am I, She 
has brought over a huſband from Ireland, and I 
have brought a wife. 

Alibi. Tour Lady going to marry, and who, 
pray? © | 

Meth. He's called one Sir—My wite's a fine 
Woman. | 

Alibs Sir who ? | 

Meth. His name is She's ſo plump! 

Alibi. She but my Lady's huſband— 

Merb. He's a man about——Skhe ſings like a 
bullfinch, , 


: 


Alibi. 
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Alibi. Tell me, who's my Lady going to —_ 
Meth, They call bim her name is Katty— 

Charming Katty Kavanagh. K+ 
Albi.” Katty Kavanagh {—Zounds | if if that 

ſhould be—— 

Meth. Nurs'd Sir Carrol's otily ſon, the young 

uire, that's expected from France. 

"Alibi. (fide) The very wife of my boſom !— 
She thinks I'm dead; fo as I've chang'd my _ 
I'll keep out of her way. 

Meth. My Lady's as fond of me as ever, it dn 
for her money 1 marry Katty, tho' ſhe's a deal of 
that. 

Alibi. What, has Katty money ? 

Meth. Plenty. 

Alibi. Send her to me. | 

Meth. Send her to you, for what ? 31 

Alibi. Why only to draw up your marriage- 
ſettlements. But I muſt go and pay my reſpects, 


to her Lad ythip. 


Meth. She's not got home yet—ſomething the 
matter with the wheel of her carriage, ſhe and Sir 
Carrol ſtept into the Toy—Come— 

Alibi, Stay. No going into an inn without 
ſpending money. (afide) Metheglin I'll wait in 
your room 'till my Lady comes home. | 

Meth. Why, you may fare better in being my 
gueſt than my Lady's for our ſervants all lay, that 
you never gave one of them a ſixpence. | 

Alibi. Wou' you have me make Lady Arable's, 
houſe an hotel? Uſe her Lady ſhip ſo ill as to offer 
to pay for my good cheer ?—Me !—never, ye 
rogues— Not one of you ſhall ever ſee the colour 
of my coin—Metheglin, you're an honeſt fellow, 


> and, 
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and while you keep the keys- want a job in my 
way, you chall only pay for the ſtamp. 
Meth. Come along, Mrs. Girkin the houſe- 
keeper has been regent. of the wine - cellar in my 
abſence but now ſhe reſtores the key to me the 
lawful governor the Old Hock has had a long nap 
— Come, we'll take off its nightcap. ; . [Exit, 
Alibi. No harm to lock up my charge—the key 
gone! haw's this ?—{(Looking at both doors. But 
foit—'Sreals over to the center door, locks it, and puts 
The key in his pocket.) One key is as good as 
another—Good bye, Robin. [ Exit. 


8 8 


* n Þ 


E SCENE III. 
A Room at the Toy. | 

 WairTtrs diſcovered. 

Sir CaO O'Doxovan (wit bout.) | 

My dear Lady Arable, don't vex yourſelf—we'll 
walk to your houſe. | | | 

Enter Six CAR ROL and 17 WalrER. | 

Sir Ca. And ſo, my friend, this is your Coffee» % 


room ? 


iſt Jai, Ves, Sir! . . 
Sir Ca. Bring me a newſpaper. [Tæit Waiter. 


— * 


* 


Enter O'Doxovan, (with a ſmall bundle hanging on 
a flick over his ſhoulder, duſiy and weary) Sits. | 
Sir Ca. (Saving looked at him attentively) This 

poor young man ſeems to have had a long walk of 

it. (O'Donovan rings, then leans upon the table in 

a melancholy poſitzon) : 5 
. 301; ©: D ; Enter 
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2d ait. (to Sir Ca.) Did your honor call? 
O' Don. Twas I that rung—a glaſs of wine and 
water. | 
2d Wait. ( ſurveys him with contempt, then turns 
a ay) Coming Sir. (calling off ) | 
O' Don. I ſpoke to you. 
2d Wait. This room is only for gentlemen. 

O' Don. ( looks flernly at the waiter, then bows with 
reſbect to Sir Carrol) Sir, I aſk pardon. (retiring 
"——_— ²˙ bUwu 7 

Sir Ca. Stop a moment Sir, (f O Don.) Hearkee, 
friend! you may know how to rince glaſſes, but 
remember, as you live by the public liberality, 
your gueſt, (be his appearance what it may) has a 
claim at leaſt to your civility.-You ſay this room 
is appropriated to gentlemen l am one, and maſter 
of a parlour in Ireland to the full as good as this : 
and, by the word of a gentleman, I cou'd never 
think it more higbly honor'd, than by giving, a 
welcome to the weary traveller, [Exit Waiter) I 
aſk pardon, Sir, but pray, from whence are you 
come | + Ee: 
O' Don. Sir, I am from London now, and arrived 
there only laſt night from Glaſgow. 85 
Sir Ca. Then you're Scotch. 5 
O' Dan. No, Sir, I'm from Ireland. | 
Sir Ca. Born there? (O Donovan bows) And 
pray, my young traveller—excuſe my queſtions, 
or I don't enquire to gratify an impertinent 
cariofity—but I feel myſelf intereſted in your 
concerns, tho' a ſtranger; tell me, what brought 
you here, and what are your views? 
$5 O' Don. 


: 
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O' Don. Sir, In my infancy, my father (I never 
knew the cauſe) came over to England; and thus 
deſtitute, providence rais'd a friend, who ſent me 

to Glaſgow-College ; the death of this benefaor 
ſtopping my reſources, oblig d me to quit my 
ſtudies, and I have been drawn to Hampton Court, 
on the credit of a disjointed fort of ſtory, that my 
father had retired here in the enjoyment of an ample 
fortune, which he had acquired by the practice of 
an Attorney but after a long journey, and every 

poſſible enquiry, I can hear of no ſuch perſon. 

Sir Ca. And pray, from what part 0 


w a 


Enter Larry KAVANAGH dreſs'd, 


Larry. (calls as entering) Pavot! Bring a glaſs: 
Such an abominable room you put me to dreſs in! for 
a mirror, you thought, I ſuppoſe, Narciſſus-like, 
I] was to fi my face in a baſon of water. Hah, 
this is ſomething. (adjuſting himſelf before a large 
glaſs that hangs near Sir Carrol) There you are, 
from toupee to ſhoe-ſtring. (viewing himſelf) _ 


Enter PA vor. 


As this Lady Arable's houſe is ſo near, Pavot, 
another volley from your. powder- puff, ( Pavot in 
potodering puffs it round Sir Carrol and O' Donovan). 
Sir Ca. Why, you fcoundrel! what do you 
mean to make a barber's-ſhop of a coffee - rcom. 
(o Pavot) we 

Larry. A little more on this curl, Pavot. 
Sir Ca. Your maſter's a puppy, whoever he is. 
Larry. (flepping up to Sir Carrol) Can you 
fence, old Touchwood ? wo — 
D 2 O' Dox. 
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O'Don. ( interpofing) I can a little, Sir. 

Larry. You! ah ! ( ſurveying him with contempt) 
Tol, lol, lol! [Exeunt Larry and Pavot. 

Sir Ca. (looks after Larry, then at O' Don. — 
pauſes) Oh, what a bitter miſtake has fortune made 
in this buſineſs! Now that thing, devoid of manners 
and humanity may have a worthy old ſoul for his 
father, who, while he ſupplies with a liberal hand, 
little thinks he's throwing his money away upon a 
raſcal! Ah, this is your home education! I have a 
ſon that Iexpect in a few days, ſtay till you ſee him, 


_ 1 warrant he's an accompliſh'd elegant fellow. Ay, 


aye ; quite the oppoſite to that bit of a buckeen 
that went out there, and he, my generous lad, 
ſhall thank you for your politeneſs to me. 

O' Don. Sir, it ſhall be my ambition to prove 
deſerving of the notice with which you have been 


pleas'd to honor me. 


Sir Ca. Aye, I'm ſure you'll juſtify the good 


opinion I conceiv'd for' you, even at firſt fight. — 


8o, ſince you have loſt your friend and can't find 
your father, enquire for me at Lady Arable's here 
at Hampton Court, ſomething may be done. 
Hold, Þ'lI perform firſt, that ſaves the trouble of 
2 promiſe, and precludes even a chance of diſap- 
pointment. (offers a bank note) 0 

O Don. I thank you, Sir: but it's too ſoon to 


accept of favours even For we ſtand in need of 


them. 
Sir Ca. Well, well, my 1ad——] won't hurt 


I, I like your fpirit l, J was abrupt; I aſk 
your pardon, | 


Enter WAITER. 


Wait. Sir, (70 Sir G.) her Ladyſhip waits for 
you. Exit. 


Sir 


* 
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Sir Ca. Call on me at Lady Arable $, Ak for 
Sir Carrol O'Donovan ; (a brave boy) be ſure you 
call. — What an unhappy father muſt be be that 
could abandon fuch a fon ! Exit. 
O' Don. Can this be Sir Carrol O Donovan, come 
over to England? then, the ſon that he ſpeaks of, 
muſt be the child my mother nurs'd ; now 1 ſhall 
know if ſhe's yet living; but alienated by her 
neglect, as I never knew the tender care of a 
parent, I don't feel that impulſe of filial affection, at 
leaſt for her—no—no longing even to ſee her, yet 
am ſuſceptible ; the deſpair of ever again meet- 
ing that lovely young lady but adieu Scotland, 
and in it all that's dear. Sir Carrol ſhall" not know 
who Jam; the meanneſs of my birth, might add 
contempt to the compaſſion that my poverty has 
Aready excited—However, I'll get off the duſt of 
the road, and wait on him immediately. Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 


0 SCENE I. 
Lady ARABLE's Houſe. 
Enter Sir CAarROL and Lady ARABLE. 


Sir CARROL. 


Ay, my Lady Arable, at my laſt ſtep from 
Stephen” $- GR. I ſwore by the honor of Knight- 
hood, that I woudn't part with your Ladyſhip till 
I fat you down under your own roof, and there 
you are. (bows) 
Lady A. And now, Sir Carre, you are 1 NS 
heartily welcome to a widow's houſe. But I'm 
apprehenſive that our Engliſh good- cheer will fall 
ſhort of your Iriſh hoſpitality. 

Sir Ca. Ah, my Lady! our hoſpitality i is poliſh'd 
down of late days 4 gentecly. We're not ſo 
ready now to lock doors, hide hats and canes, and 
nail our gueſts to their chairs as we us'd to do— 
No,—Now the third bottle ſneaks back to the bin 
with a pitiful What, wou'd you rather not * 
where once the glorious “ fix bottles more” was 
uſher'd in with a thouſand welcomes. (ings). 


Though 
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„Web cart galore, 


© And generous hearts | 
«© To give fix bottles more,” 


Lady A. Then 1 muſt ſay with our bard, that 
our fix bottles more was a cuſtom '** more 
onor'd in the breach than the obſervance.” 

Sir Ca. Faith, and my lady, a lecture on tem- 

perance is a comical fort of grace to your good- 
cheer that you were talking of juſt now. But, my 
dear madam, I long for the honor of ſaluting my 
ſon's Lady that is to be. Where is your daughter? 
at the Toilette, 1 warrant, _ 

Lady A. Why, indeed, I fancy, Sir Carrol, the 

expectation of your ſon's arrival is the beſt apology 
for Lady Jane's delay in having the honor of 


* 
- 


receiving you— Oh, here ſhe is, 
Enter Lady Jaxs. 


Sir, my daughter. Sir Carrol O' Donovan, my 
dear. (introducing them) 

Sir Ca. Madam, tho' I never ſaw my fon (/alutes) - 
yet, upon my honor, my firft preſent of this fair 
hand, muſt give him a treaſure of delightful 
recompence. | | 

Lady, F. Vaſtly obliging, Sir Carrol ; but you 
Iriſh Gentlemen are ſo very general in your com- 
pliments, that, not to doubt their ſincerity, one 
muſt have a great deal of merit, or a great deal of 
Vanity. 

"Sir Ca. And fo, my ſweet Lady Jane, while 
your mother took her trip to Ireland, you, to paſs 


the time in her abſence, paid a viſit to your friends 
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in Scotland. But I hope no bonny Scots lad has 
my fon will be diſappointed it you have left your 
heart behind you. 
Lady J. (afide) Then he will be diſa ppointed! 
Lady A, You ſee Jane Sir Carrol is ſo gallant— 
fo irrefiſtibly. importunate - that I think you muſt 
ſoon have a father-in-law. | 
Lady F. Madam, I ſhall receive your choice As 
ſuch af all reſpect and duty. 151 
Sir Ca. Then for your ſake, Lady Jane, I wiſh 


your partner, my ſon, was come; for I long to ſee 


the love-affairs going forward—Oh, this ſame love, 
ſpreads joy and comfort round about us !—and, 
upon my honor, a houſe is never lucky without it. 


Enter Foor MAN. Tg 


Foot. Sir, a young man enquires for you. - 
Sir Ga. O, the poor lad I met at the tavern—ſhew 
him up, with your permiſſion, Ladies. [Exit Foot. 


Enter O'Doxovan, he and Lady JANE ſurvey each 
other with ſurprize and embarraſſment... _ 
O' Don. Sir, I have waited on you, in obedience 
to your commands— 
Sir Ca. Lady Arable, a boon—ygu 'll oblige me by 


taking this boy under your protection, until I can ſee 


what I can do for him---You complain that Methe- 


glin's love affairs with Katty Kavanagh, make him 


neglect yours---I dare fay this young lad writes--- 
caſts accounts: and tho” he's a ſtranger, III ſtake 

my fortune on his honeſty. 

O Don. (bows) Sir--- 

Lady A. His looks do not diſgrace your recom- 
mendation indeed Sir Carrol---an exceeding en 
ſome young man (t ä 
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Lady J. (afide) Now 1 think he looks like an er. 
rant knave of hearts. 

Sir C. Ha, ha, ha! If your ladyſhip had den 
how he made the powder- monkey ſkip off, ha, ha, 
hal- But my ſon ſhall take you by the band for it: 
and from what I have ſeen of you, I ſhou'd'wiſh for 
nothing more than a ſtrict Imenaup to take . 7 
between you and Edward. 

La. F. Can he forget me? (fide) © | 
O Don. She's aſham'd to NOONE me; | but ſhe! 's 


"gs (aftae) 
Enter Fo0TMAN. 


Foot. Sir, Mr Mr. O' Donovan is arrived. [Exir, 
Sir, Ga. (with great joy} Hah, my fon! My 
Edward ! Now, my lady, here's the ſpark that 8 ˖0 
light your nuptial torch. 15} 


©, 


Enter Larry Ebbs 


Larry. ( ſpeaks as entering) The company are 
here, you ſay ?---As I never had the honor of paying 
my duty to a father, I preſume, Sir---you are 
—— (Looking at Sir Carrol, he is firuck with Hur 
prize and _ fron.) 
Sir Ca. What, this Edward! Ladies, my fon 
has paid his duty to me before——in a powder- 
uff. 
1 Larry. I'm—ſurpriz'd—with—ſuch—awe— | 
Sir Ca. © Pray, can you tence, Old Touch- 
wood? | 
Larry. Sir 2 ( ſees O' Donovan.) He 
can a little.“ 
O' Don. Then this is my foſter-brother. (fide) 
Sir Ca. Why Ladies, the affair is—that young 
ma--a--n my ſon here, (not thinking I look d vener- 
able enough for his „ inſtead of grizzly time, 
' VOL. 111, made 
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** his French _— ſhake his ſnow-white , 5 


honors o'er my hoary 


Larry. I aſk on, 9 but at tbe firſt trankent | 
glance, Ip I miſtook you for—a—a——ſome 
— 41 5 


Sit Ca. Did you faith? Ab, Then at my firſt, 
glance, J proteſt I miſtook you for —a—a— 
gentleman, fo we were both miſtaken. There La- 
dies is my ſon, you {ee what he is. (mortified and 
diſappointed) 

Lady A. Bir you are welcome; 3 Lady Jane Ara · 
ble. (preſenting ber) 


18 Larry. (ſalutes Lady Fame) More faſhion here, 
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but leſs prettineſs than Sophia. (fide) 
Sir Ca. Shake hands with that young gentleman, 

and learn more than you have been taught at Col- 

lege; to eſteem modeſt merit where you find it. 

” Larry. Modeſty and merit, hah ! % 
Sir Ca. Welcome them, they are a couple of 
ſtrangers. 

Larry. Oh, yes! Ha, ha, ba 
Sir Ca. (afide) So, when [ expected a ſon, 
have ſent me over a monkey. 


c Eater 1 


Foot. Madam, Mr. Alibi is below. | 
Lady 4. O, my Attorney Sir Carrol, by whoſe 
advice I made my Iriſh purchaſe, we muſt conſult 
him further. | : 
Sir Ca. Edward, tho' your marriage with the 
daughter of this Lady i 1s rather to be hoped than 
expected, endeavour by reſpectful aſſiduity to make 
up for your ſmall ſample of merit, try if you can 
win her heart; for in whatever ſtate of life fortune 
may throw him. the affection of an amiable woman 

| is 


they 
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is the firſt ſupreme luſtre that can Yumine the ſoul 
of man—My Lady. [evan 


SCENE IL. 1.4<3.35,4: Ut oft; 
- Another Apartment. we” 
Enter METHEGLIN and Karrr/ 


Mtb. Come in, I tell you Katty, Mrs. Katty 
this room and furniture is worth your ſeeing above 
all the reſt ; why, there's nobody here, or, if there 
was—La, what are you afraid of? 

Katty, Yes, but Mr. Metheglin ; if your Lady 
ſhou'd — you bringing folks all about her rooms; 
beſi des I ſhou'd die with ſhame. - 

Meth. My Lady !—Ah, my dear, you little 
know She's a Lady, its true, and I am only her 
butler — but when Ladies have taſte, and but- 
lers have beauty But mind, I don't ſay that any 
body has taken a fancy to ſomebody but there 
are Soong that would give all the plate on their 
ſideboard, to be in your place this moment, my 
ſweet Katty | | 

Katty. Certainly, Mr. Metheglin you are a yery 
comely man, 

Meth. Am I? 

Katty. Oh, that you are, to give the Devil his 
due. But why do you think your LACY has taken 
a fancy to you? 

Meth. My reaſons are here; (putting his finger 
to his head) 1 may be wrong, 'but—mum—She's 
going to be married to another—therefore—honor 
——A bird in hand is worth—Katty Flt make 


ſure of. (Ade) If ſhe wasn't quite in love with 
8 2 me 


0 ? 


36 TI Tor; 


me, ſhe'd have turn'd me out of the houſe long 
ago, I'm grown fo idle. But with docking the 
tradeſmen's bills, Chriſtmas boxes, and ſo-· forth, I've 
got ſnug. Oh! joyful day that my Lady took 
me to Dublin, or I ſhould never have ſeen you, 
my dear. i 
Katy. Indeed, Mr. Metheglin, I think myſelf 
a very happy woman, after all the ups- and- downs 
of this troubleſome world, to get ſo good a huſ- 
band as I hope you'll make me; but, as I have had 
one bad huſband already, the trifle I bring you, 
you muſt ſettle upon me, in caſe I ſhould outlive 
you, my honey. | n 
Meth. I hope there's no fear of that, my ſweeteſt. 
But we've an Attorney here, one Alibi -I've 
already engaged him to ſecure your money in the 
law way, my love. ene 
Fib. (without) Mr. Metheglin ! I 
Meth. Don't you hear ?---Theſe women won't 
let me alone. | | | | 


Enter F1s. T2 


Fib. Mr. Metheglin, pray come---my Lady 
wonders you don't mind your buſineſs, | 
Meth. Oh, this jealouſy !—So here my Katty 
ſays, ** ſit with me my Comfort,” and my Lad 
wants me © to mind her buſineſs---Here's the curſe 
of it ; if we're ordinary, we're ugly fellows ; and if 
we are any thing beautiful, we are cruel ſouls an 
barbarous Gentlemen, and from the Lady in the 
drawing-room, to the maids in the garret, they buz 
about us like flies round a honey-pot, - rs 
Fib. I tell you my Lady ſent me to-ꝛññx . 
Meth. Yes, your Lady ſent you to me, I ſend 
you to my Lady, and fo return the compliment. j 
Fib. 


v 
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Fib. Well, but ſhe'd have you N 

Meth. I know the'd have me; you ſee, Katy, 
how it is. 

Hb. She bid me tell you this inſtant to 9. 

Meth, Huſh !---have you no modeſty ? Don't 
you ſee ; before my intended ſpouſe too! er 
Fib. She wiſhes— | 
Meth. I know ſhe wiſhes. 

Fib. Pſhaw ! ſhe wants 
Meth. I feel for her wants, 

Fib. I tell you, man, ſhe defires—— + 
Meth. I'm ſenſible man ſhe defires—but I'm 
Katty's man, and her Ladyſhip s humble ſervant. 

Fib. Ah, you won't be long her ſervant, if you 
go on this way, I can tell you, you'll get the wrong 
ſide of the door. 

Meth. The wrong fide of the door Madam Fib! 
---Here's my thanks for not telling, when I caught 
you daubing my Lady's rouge upon your cheek, 
and cribbing her imperial tea. 

Fib. Upon my word, Mr. Metheglin, you take 
an immenſe many airs upon you, fince you have 
brought over your bog-trotter, ha, ha, ha! | Exit. 

Katty. Bog-trotter ! Only ſtop a moment, Mrs. 
in ſtop a moment, and I'Il give you 

ne mighty handſome flap on the forehead. 

Meth, Katty, you are very good, but ſhe. 
wouldn't ſtop if you'd even give her two ; I know 
that girl, 

Katty. Bog-trotter indeed! then here's my hand 
---now will I marry you, if its only to vex them. 

Meth. Sweet good- nature 

Katty. I'll ſoon ſhow the proudeſt of them all, 
ladies and maids---ſtay---only ſtay till they ſee my 
{on Larry, maſter of Sir Carrol O Donovan s eſtate, 


that's all. 
Meth. 
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Meth. A ſon of yours maſter of Sir Carrolls 
eftate! My dear — your paſſion makes vou 
that you don't know what you are ſaying, 
-Katty. I do—and ſince you and I are ſo ſoon-to 
be one, you ſhall know too—PFll ſoon ſhew them 
who I am, and who my ſon Larry is—Bog. (rotter! 

Meth. And who is he, my beauty? 

Katiy. Why you muſt know——but, my dear 
ſweeteſt honey, have a care, for the whole king- 
dom of Ireland it muſn't paſs your lips, till his 
marriage with Lady Jane is ſafe and well over. 
You think I only curſed this fine young Gentleman 
_ come over from F Fence, but rhat's my own 
C 5 
Meth. Yours! 
| Katiy. Mind—Sir Carrol here making a ſtolen 
match with a Lady of no fortune; his father on 
hearing it ſent bi abroad, and the poor young 
Lady lying in privately at my houſe, died in child - 
birth; ſo faith, my huſband, who was a little bit 
of a lawyer, made me ſend our own infant to the 
grand-papa, inſtead of Sir Carrol's baby; and by 
this my ſon Lawrence is bred up in grandeur like 
a fine Gentleman, and rother poor fellow, Sir 
Carrol's real fon, was placed at the College of 
Glaſgow, thro* the charity of my huſband's old 
maſter, Counſellor Fairplea, and moreover do you 
ſee---thar's all the whole ſtory, 

Meth. I'm in aſtoniſhment, and ſhall I be ftep- 
father to the Maſter of Sir Carrol O'Donovan's 

eſtate See Katty, if I don't manage it ſmartly for 
him, I'll be his K agent, and bailiff; en- 
courage him to run out; lend him his own money; 
borrow myſelf of every body; get into parlia- 
ment, and pay nobody---Oh my poor Lady---This 


way, Katty. | hn" 
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Euter Lapy IAN and LAN Ar, at oppoſite Aan. 


Larry. Moſt obedient Ma am! 
Lady F. Sir, I thought her Lady ſhip had been 1000 
Larry. No, my Angel, you knew I was here 


alone; and ſent by your Mama; you conie influ< · 


enced by duty and inelination. 

LCaay J. Then Sir, you infer _ to my mother, 
and e to — 1 
Larry. No- not abſolutely fo, he, he, he! 

(afeRedly) TI woudnꝰt be thought Vail, but—_ 
Lady F. O dear! I don't think you have an atom 

of vanity. 

Larry. Ma' am! IN a 

Lady J. And indeed, I can't ſee how you \ ſhow ; 
but where the travel d, the accompliſh'd youth 
approaches, with the addreſs of faſhionable eaſe, ; 
temper'd by reſpectful tenderneſs — 

Larry. Ma'am | 

Lady F. The manners refin'd; perſon graceful ; 
mien elegant— x 

Larry. Oh Ma'am! 

Lady F. With phraſe claſcally correct, yet Gmply 
unafſected. : 

Larry. Dear ma'am ! | 

Lady F. Now, Sir, ta one of theſe you not char 
ing the ſmalleſt prętenſion 

Larry. Eh! 

Lady F. Vanity in you, muſt appear with ſuch 
monſtrous abſurdity— 

Larry. Hahl! 

Lady F. That as a friend I adviſe modeſty as your 
only recommendation. 

Larry True, ma' am !—T think I heard my 
father call me, I come, Sir Carrol—Madam your 
moſt--.-Yes, Sophia ſhall have me.---Tol, lol, lol. 

[ Exit mortified. 


Lady 
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= J. Ha! hat; There goes the 1 man 
of faſhion; and here comes the home - bred, hum 
ble candidate of chance; but, perhaps, no more 
my hand, is his beart his own; ſomewhat par- 
n 1 — taking no notice of ever having ſeen, me 
before when i here !---Yet he was dite 
agitated and abaſh' d- Ves, his not claiming m 
for an acquaintance, ſhew d a modeſty, that, when I 
confider, ſhou'd recommend him more to my heart 


than if he B34 2 approached me wich all the . 
of an ae Hom (retires) * | 
Enter O'Doxovan with r 


O' Don. I wiſh Thadn't met Sir Carrol—1 wal n't 
fail of getting into ſome employment in London— 
It Volts me to receive favots while hopeleſs of ever 
making a return and the only woman in whoſe 
idea I wou'd live exalted, ſo unexpectediy meeting 
me in ſuch a humiliating ſituation— Ves, ſhe was 
atham'd to acknowledge ſhe had ever been in my 


; company—Yet; charming Lady Jane, I will in- 


dulge my fight once more 1 9 your ne IN | 
eg a pittire that Bangs 
Lady I (advances) Sir, that's thought to be a 
good 88 and that the 5 has been very 
hppy in the portrait RET 
O'Don. He muſt ma'am, Have been eminent 


| fo, as you ſat for it. (retiring) * 


Lach J. Nay, Sir, 1 ſhall be jealous of my pic- 
ture, if I drive you away when chat had eue to 
detain you Pray, how have you left our amiable 
friends in Scotland; 

O' Don. Madam * e e 

Lady F. Don't you recollect ever having frea 
a face like that—( pointing to the picture) in a very 
agreeable party one evening at Glaſgow ? 

O Don. 
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O Don. Tbadt't a thought chat the pleaſure of 
that hour, cou d be ſucceeded by the honor of 
this. wht 

dy J. You were then, I underſtand, at cl 
lege, Sir. But the cauſe of your ap to 
England, is—T think I heard you were a re 
of Sir Carrol O Donovan? 5 ; 

24 1 haven't that honor, Madam. 
Lach J. Oh, you're only his countryman, and 

from that, Wee 

O'Don. Madam, he has favor'd me with his 
protection he found me friendleſs ; and country | 
is a motive unregarded by a beat mind. 

ö J. Sir Carrol ſeems a very worthy cha- 
racter indeed. I like his notice of my picture. 
(afede [ preſume, Sir, you are not arent of 
the alliance that's likely to take en in our fa- | 
milies ? 

O Don. I have heard, Madam 

Lady J I never faw Mr. O Dovioran, my in- 
tended, before to-day ;—It s an odd ſort of queſ- 

tion from me But, you're a ſcholar, 1 will 
excuſe a woman; pray, do yan know any thing 
of Mr. O'Donovan ? 

O Den. Only, Ma'am, that he's the bappieft of 
mankind. bows) | 

Lady J. I'm apprehenfive, that where a miſ. 
treſs 4 is the object, your judgment of happineſs is 
not very extenſive. Devoted to the muſes, you 
are, J preſume, only their humble admirer ; ſo 
that were you the happy man, in his fituation, it 
1 be nine to one againſt the happy maid in 
mine: 

O Don. Oh, Madam, was there a muſe for 
every ſtar, and that maid a Lady Jane, the odds 
wou'd {till be in her favor. 8 and is retiring) 
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Wo” J. ee eee 8 
Von. Yes, Madam, through the friendſhip 


i, # Sir Carrol, her Ladyſhip has done me the ho- 


nor to employ me in reviſing ſome ſurveys of her 
late purchaſe. in Ireland. 7 


oe K You underſtand maps and things, of 


that ſort ? 


O Den. Madam, I ſhou'd have been mare com: 
petent, had I thought that my ſtudies, cou d ever 
have procured me the happineſs of being 3 in any 
mens 5 to her Ladyſhip, Exit. 

& 4.0 that, blind fortune had my eyes, 
to me ut one look at the dear youth; un- 
lucky, Sir Carrol to bring him here at this junc- 
ture, his ſon perhaps might have appear d more 
tolerable, but now the, coxcomb ſuffers ſo miſe- 
rably by the compariſon, that where I might have 
only deſpiſed, I now moſt 3 3 Ino 
"ny to a this. hated match f. | 


Enter Fu. (baby). ha ic pe 7 


** #*? T7 


by 0 ihels deceitful men | I've no patiencg 


Vith them—its a ſhame for him, ſo it is. 


Lach J. What, what's the matter? 

Nb. You are too good for him, and ſo I told 
Mr. Pavot ; Mr. Pavot, ſaid JI, my young lady 
is too good for your maſter, that's what ſhe is; 
Madame Fib, my maitre is fine gentilhomme, 
ſays he, fo I ſaid to hire, ſaid I, your maſter is a 
perfidious viper. 

Lach 7. Pray Tm. in no humour now for tris 

fling. - 
Hb. Then I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip haſn't 
heard of your lover, Mr, Donovan's falſehood ? 


Lady J. 


n 


ZN p | 
% s * i#% - : 
OR, THE Lk OF FI . 

9 7. Falſehoed! widio 3d 0 f 


2 Iſn't it the blackeſt think now ny of 
his being ſent for over here to marry you, and all 
the while going on wtf umnderhand ſcheme to 
carry off à young lady in the neighbourhood. 

Lady J. But are you certain of this? 

Fib. At the mention of this barbarous uſage 
to you, Lud I was fired I feel my ears Ctill as 
hot 

Lach F. Well, well; but how cab this be, 
when he is only juſt arrived from Paris ? . 

Fib. Juſt arrived ! why, Ma'atm, he has been 
figuring about London for 1 don't know how 
many months, unknown to his backer. 1 

Tay J. Indeed! ve 

Fib. And that Pavot bis wrebchtf an, 5s 48 
well known in all the tricks of London, as if 
he'd been born in Covent-Garden. | | 

Lady J. Paying his addreffes"'to another! O, 
if I can but bring this to a proof, it will be a 
charming pretext, yes, my mother wou'd certainly 
break off our match. (ade) But didn't Pavot 
tell vou who the young Lady is? 5 

Fib. No, Ma'am, with his ſhrugs, nods, and 
French gabbering, I cou dn't get that from him; 
but it ſeems, your lover, Mr. O' Donovan, by 
means of a letter that he had from a Mr. Nol Pros, 
in London, was to introduce himſelf into the fa- 
mily as a Clerk or a ſome wat wy 

Lady J. Stop! Sophia knows every body at © 
Hampton Court, I may hear from her who this 
rival is—hers is a gleam ef hope however—my 
cloak and gloves. [Exit Fb. 
Ah, if I thought this dear ranger cntertain'd 
one tender ſentiment for me, for the firſt time 
F 2 in 
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in my fe 2 rejoice at being born to a ſplendid 


fortune. * 5 oY: 
SCENE IL 
eta Autnt's Houſe. ex s 


Enter Sor ura, (pale at the center FAR( 


Soph. Mr. Aircourt, M r. Aircourt! My woke 
dian's gone out. 
Air. (Within) But how ſhall I get out? 
Soph. What a malicious old creature, to lock 
you in! can't you puſh back the lock? N 
Air. | have already broke his penknife at- 
temp ting tt * 
Soph. Well, here—try my ſciſſars. (Puts them 
under the deer) there, take them up.—(pauſes) 
la, man! Try (pauſes) why don't you do it Mr. 
Aircourt ? ( Liſtens) what the deuce have” "ou $ 
fall'n alleep! ? | 


Enter Arn COURT. af the fide, Sor nia not. ſeeing bim. 


- You're a pretty Pyramus ! Why dont you n 
ſeiſſars! Nee 
Air. What, to cut ans, or to Kill the lion, 
my Thiſbe ? 
Soph. Hah! How did you get there ? 
Air. Pop'd out of the back window, perch'd up- 
on a cucumber frame, hop'd up ſtairs, and here 
i I am your own poor Robin. 
1 Soph, Ab, on you fooliſh 6 ching. * (ou 
ne, 
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A 10 + 4 : b 
4 y LT & A ” 0 
I p * 225 - - 4 
Enter . | Lend 


Alibi. Lady  Arable's tent . 1. was 
right not to Le my wite Katty, till! have her here 
ſafe under my own roof. . 

Soph. (Singing) Sweet 1 85 ſweet Robin, 
ce no no, you u all not go.“ N 

Alibi. (Aſide, aud hooking at Brant) Now do | 
I ſuſpect this Robin to be a Canary. 

Air. (Perceiving Alibi) The old It cnet But mia 
me—(apart to Sophia) Yes, Miſs, I think I cou'd 
teach you to play at eribbage after e for” I 
was counted a dab at it in our parts. 180 

Sopb. Hank you, Robin. 

Alibi. afide) This muſt be Robin Goodfellow, 
and has whip'd thro? the key-hole. I won't ſeem 
to know he's got out, only to ſee how he'll carry 
it off. (Trys the center door) No burglary here, 
however. (Unlocks it and calls) Well, Robin, 
have you engroſs'd that? Come out here, my 
( Air court walks by him in at the door, and returns) 
Hey, that's one way of coming out. 

Air, The Yorkſhire way, Sir; whenever we'd 
come out of a room, we always go in firſt, _ 

Alibi. Your band—you'll make an excellent 
lawyer. But the manner in which I found you 
here, explain. I left you in that room, and I 
lock'd the door, 

; Air. Yes, Zur; but you didn't lock the 1 wia- 
ow. 

Alibi. Didn't lock the window ! He'll do. i 

Soph. Yes, he'll do. 2 | 

Alibi. Peery enough, but a queer beginning 
tho' —no doing without application, my friend— 

I ſer you about an affair of conſequence. * 
| cre 


teaching me to play eribbage. 
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here, and I find you with my ward without here: 

how dare you quit your ſtation. | ns 
_ Soph. O, my poor guardian! So when you 

thought you had Robin in crib, here was he 


Alibi. Hearkee! If you wou'd make your for- 
tune in the law, inftead of Hoyle, ſtudy Styles's 
Reports. I never touch a card, except now and 
then I divert myſelf with a little game of Beggar- 
my-Neighbour but how dare you quit your 
ſtation? 0 S GR; 
Air. Oh, Zur, I thoft it was dinner-time. 
Hibi. Thoft it was dinner-time !'—Hah! 
there's no danger in this fellow; for I never heard 
or read of a lover that was hungry. (afide.) © 
Air. La, Zur, there's no danger from me, but 
d have you take care of one Aircourt—her nead 
runs on nothing but him—he'll certainly carry 
n 
Spb. Oh, that nothing may hinder him! _ 
Alibi, Yes, but ſomething ſhall hinder him 


my wit, my vigtlance ſhall hinder him. 


Air. But what's your wit to a fellow with 
ftrength in his arm, and the Devil in his head ? 
Alibi. What do you mean, to talk ſo, Boy? 
Do I ever go out, that I don't carry the great 
key in my pocket? Nay, even now I'm here, 
isn't the door below lock*d on the inſide? 
Soph. Yes Sir, but in ſpite of all your keys and 
exution, if my Aircourt, inſpir'd by love and 
ſuperior wit, had by an ingenuity of ſtratagem 
ot in here, what wou'd you do then? 
Alibi. What wou'd I do then ? 


Air. Aye, Sir, what wou'd you do then? 
_ Soph. Cou'dn't he puſh a little feeble old quif- 


by like you down into a chair? 
47075 Alibi. 


SH 
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chat v way 

Aili. Wel, now Old WR. 's down in the 
chair hat wou'd he dd then? . : 

Air. Why he'd carry the girl off. 

Sopb. Ves, to be ſure he'd carry che * BY A, 
Alibi, If theſe are your notions, your friends 
did well ta have you larn the law, if only to ſave 
you from being hang'd ſome time or other A 
good occaſion this to give him his firſt lecture 
(ade) Well, honeſt Robin, you ſuppoſe it a very 
eaſy thing for a young fellow to run wan ww 

2 Lady from her Guardian ? A ww 

Air. * eaſy, and vallly pleaſant maria 

Alibi. Then VN ſheœ you how, for ſuch 2 plea- 
ſant trick you may hop and dance too Sophy. 
hand me down that Coke 1 (Sophy Been ts 
the ſhelves) ) 

Air. Stop, Miſs, I'm taller nor you (belping 
ber with the book, it falls) 

Abbi. Why you dog, do you want to kill the 

irl * 
i Soph. Yes, he's quite 2 killing creature. | 902 

Alibi. Well now, you Sophy, you only juſt 
lay] that book before me. (be lays it an bis 
knee) Now, my boy, I've ſomething here under 
my thumb. that will open your eyes to the dan- 

er of breaking the laws of your country. 

Soph. But a true lover deſpiſes law and dan- 
ger, 

Alibi, Deſpiſe law! that's a decent word out 
of your mouth Miſs, before my pupil. (apari to 
ber) -Now, Robin, for argument ſake, we'll ſup- 


pole 


1 
# % F 
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poſe that .this young lady has thirty thoufand | 
pounds—1 don't fay ſhe has, only putting a caſe - 
Land bere, I am her guardian, ha, ha, ho! It' 8 
admit ted, you know, that I'm the Old Quiſby'\ in 
the chair, he, le, he! 

Air. Yes, zur—we know your Old Quiſby. 
ibi. Very well; and we'll fay ſtill for argu- 
ment's fake you are Aircourt. | 
| Soph. Aye, now you are my Aircourt, and 
I am your Sophia, and there fits my gentle old 
guardian with Lord Coke under his thumb — 

Alibi. Now, Robin, I beg your pardon—Mr. 
Aircourt, —only juſt take that young lady out of 
that door, and if you can read, I'll then ſhew 
you a few lines here, that will convince you 
| what a hopeful hobble one of us will bein. 

18 Air. But let's underftand—Oh, I'm to make 
belicf to run away with her—and we're to leave 
you in a hobble. 

Alibi. What a ſtupid— He, he, he 1—Sophy 
carry it on with him. 
Soph. Me go out of the room with him ONE" 
Indeed I ſhan't, 
Alibi. Why, you perverſe girl, mus'n't I give 
the lad ſome inſight of the profeſſion, * Pye 
15 touch'd his money !—and no conviction like ex- 
4h 3 it. . to her) Well, now then, 
you take her away. | 
__ Air. Well, I take her away—Good byd, "ill 
1 we ſee you again — This is ſo comical, that when 


4 folks hear of it they'll only think it the lie of 
5 the day. [ Exit whiſtling, with Sophia. 
by 45 He, he, he! O you ignoramus The 
= fool little thinks that a man can't even run away 


with his own wife, without being puniſh'd-for it. 
Now, where 1s the chapter ? Don't come in yet— 


Now 


OR, THE LIB OF THE DAY. 4 


Now I'll ſhew him that he may get hang'd for 
what he whiſtles at. Deſpiſe law! Hah! We'll 
teach him to deſpiſe law ! Here, Robin=Sophy, 
don't ſtand grinning out there at him— Bob, 
Bobby——Eh | Zounds ! Come! (riſes) I ſay— 
(Turns the button of the door) the door's bolted faſt 
on the other ſide—Treachery ! Sophy, Murder! 
I'm plunder'd! Plague of my Lord Coke, Burne, 
and Blackſtone. ( Anotks the books about)—Oh, I 
am nonſuited—Oh, that villain. Nol Pros! Oh, 
curſe Yorkſhire ! | [ Exit, 


4 * 


0 


| END OF THE SECOND Aer. 
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ACT III. 
4 | 
io A Room at the Toy. 
} Enter SoPH1A, and AIRCOURT in his 0wn dreſs, 
4 SOPHIA. * | 
| 3 1 | 
Or, my dear Aircourt, you're the moſt wicked, 
; the moſt comical creature, ha, ha, ba! But upon 


my honor I am vaſtly frightened—By this time my 
guardian's in a precious fury—Heigho! Tm like a 
bird juſt got looſe, can ſcarce believe my own hap- 
pineſs—T'his is the beſt houſe we could have taken 
ſhelter in, he has ſuch an idea of its being fo ex- 
penſive. | 3 I, 
Air, Ha, ha, ha! I ſuppoſe never walks by the 
door, leſt they ſhould ſend him out a bill for look- 
mg at the fign ; but Fil inſtantly order a chaiſe, and 


1 - we'll daſh into town. 

F 8 Nor Pros (without) ' | 
F Nol. Never mind, my lad, I ſee him coming. 
1 | Air. Eh! my love, you had beſt ſtep in there 2 
=” moment. I don't ſuppoſe, if I ſhould meet Alibi, 
19 he can know me in my own cloaths. 

* N 

* | / Soph. i 
1 
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Soph, Well . now Aircourt, don't ſtay I'm 
ſo terrified. oy 
Air. At what, my dear creature ?—There— | 
ſtep in. (puts her in) 1 won't ſtay ten minutes. 
No bad policy in me to keep O'Donovan's 
rt in this clerk's ſcheme a ſecret from Sophia. — 
Women like the man they find takes a deal of 
pains about them: and with all his puppyiſm, did 
the know he went ſuch lengths to obtain her, per- 

haps I ſhould not 18 ſo high in her * 
[ Exit. 


Enter Nol Pros and WAITER. 


Nol. What time did Mr. Callipaſh order dinner, 
did you ſay ? 

Wait. On table at three, Sir. 

Nol. Then get me a ham- ſandwich. | Exit Wei | 
T long to know what ſucceſs the young fellow h 


with my letter to Alibi. 
Ar IBI. (without) « 


Alibi. Ah, no matter—P'll have her. 
Nol. Oh, here he comes, he's loſt his ward, 
charg'd like a pop-gun—but I muſt ſtand the fire, 


Enter A181. 


Alibi. Oh, you're there, Nol—An't you aſham'd 
of yourſelf, Nol Pros ? | 
Nol. Ha, ha, ha! What, for ſending you an 

active clerk, with a banging purſe of money ? 
Alibi. Yes, he has been active, with the devil to 
him—but I'll bang him — I'll catch him—hang 
him I'll teach him to run away with heireſſes. 
Nol. Ha, ha, ha! Now from your paſſion do 
G 2 I fup- 


$4 4% 
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I ki wok ne dor't want eke ha, ha, ka FE | 
thou wht the young rogue look'd like a proficient, $4 
* 
2 4 Ha, ha, ba! ( mimicking) And an't you 

an old * to be aiding and W in ſuch a 
ſcheme of villainy ? _ 92 5 

|. Nel. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Abi. What, do you aug, when I tell you be 
has carry d off my ward? 

- Not. Here he comes—the wy ſpark ! ] 

Alibi. Does he! | 

Noll. Huſh!—Be you cool; well make ſome- 
thing of him yet; tho' I've reaſon to think he 
conceal'd his real name from me, yet I have found 
out he has got the acres——Stand aſide, and. we'll. 
nab him. (Alibi retires) 


Enter LARRY KAVANAGH. 


Larry. Yes, Tu give up Lady Jane, and now 
for Sophia—I muſt get Aircourt's advice know | 
he's in the houſe, -{ ſees Not Pros) The Attorne 
that gave me my clerk's letter Zounds! if he dif. 
covers who I am—my plan on Sophia may come to 
my father's ears. As he don't know my real name, 

III brazen him out that Fm net the man. | 

. Nol. Servant, Sir! 

Larry. Sir, you've the advantage of me. © 
Nol. No, Sir, the advantage 1 is on yur ſide 
I find you've got ny girl. 

Larry. Girl! ' 

Nol. Aye—my letter was the thing—your "mY. 
——T'm heartily glad you've carried old Alibi's 
ward off. 

Larry. Stop !—In the firſt * I never, ſaw you 
before: 


. AW 
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before: l as for thoſe girls and Alibi's Jeu talk 
of—curſe me, if I know what you mean, friend. 

Nol. Ha, ha, ha! Then you did'nt get a letter 
from me, recommending you'to Mr. Alibi ? 

Larry. Not I. | 1. 

Nol. L That s good enough Step hither, Alibi— 

Alibi. (advances) Tell me, you villain, where is 
' —(to Larry, in @ rage, flops ſhort) Hah, how do 
you do, Sir ?—P'm very glad to ſee you—You re- 
member giving me a lift in the coach, when Sophia 
and I were weather- bound at Chelſea, "twas valtly 
kind! 

Nol. I think you're vaſtly kind to the fellow you 
were to hang juſt now. Didn't you tell me bert ran 
away with your wart? 

Alibi. He 
Larry.” Me! Did you fay fo, Sir ? (to 4 
Al:b. 1 Not I! 


1 


Zuber Alx covxr. 


Air. The chaiſe is ready: but how to cut our 
way thro' the enemy. (aſide) 

Larry. Ha! my dear boy I've been E 

Alibi. Yes, this is the cut-throat, I know him. 
(o Aircourt) Where is ſhe ? What have you done 
with her? Here, you Nol, confeſs, this is the 
chap you ſent with your Yorkſhire letter. 

Nol. That! I never ſaw the Gentleman before. 

Air, (afide) That brings me off. 

Larry Ha, ha, ha! | 

Air. Ha, ha, ba! Gentlemen, you are all very 
merry here. 

Alibi. Yes ; but I'll make you _ another way, 
Maſter Robin ! 


Larry. 
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Larry. Ha, ha, ha! | Why the Gentleman 3 
name s Hal. AN. 
Alibi. Ves; but be was Robin i in Yorkſhire, 
Air. I was robbing in Yorkſhire |—What do 
you mean by that, you raſcal?  _ | 
Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Be quiet; he's, a worthy 


old ſtick, but not quite clear at preſent, for | ſee 


he's been tipling. 

Alibi. J ſay again, this is the fellow that brought 
the letter from you ( pointing to Aircourt) | 

Air, Did you ever give me a letter? (70 No! Pros) 

' Nol. No; but I ſay again and again, that's the 
fellow that brought it to him. (pointing to Larry) 

Larry. (to Alibi) Did Jever bring you a letter? 

Alibi. No, no; 'twas he. (to Aircourt) 

Air. Then you inſiſt I got a letter from him?— 
I've a mind to pull, your wig, you ſcoundrel! (0 
Alibi) 

Larry. And if you have the impudence to ſay 1 
carried off his ward, I'll break your back, you old 
prevaricator. (to Not) 

Alibi. Aye, his turning it upon you (to Larry) 
is only to ſcreen his accomplice here. (o Aircourt) 

Nol. No; but your turning upon this Gentle- 


man, is clear ſham. (Pointing to Aircourt) But I 


ſuppoſe, if my chap has got her, you'll keep a good, 
flice of her fortune — I'll be up with you, my little 


| Alibi ! | . F | Exit. 


6 Hh and Ha, ha, ha! | | 
ir. Ig | 
Alibi, Very well, ha, ha, ha! But ſee if Il 


be laugh'd out of my charge, good Maſter Hal 


and Nol. Il ſee if my Lord Chancellor will grin 
at this. | Lit. 


Larry. 
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Larry. Ha, ha, ha! What does old Alibi mean 
by this paſſion that he's got into? 

Air. It's plain Nol Pros has told him of the 
letter he gave you—and the fears of Sophia's 
actually eloping, operate ſo powerfully upon his 
fancy, that= _- 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Quite mad1—but Aircourt, 
I've been affronted ſo by Lady Jane — find her the 
molt ſupercilious capricci——Do you know, that 
upon my honor, ſhe 1 at me? . 

Air. No! : 

Larry. She did \— Think of laughing at me !— | 
But I'll make formal propoſals for Sophia. : 
Air. Do, and I dare ſay you'll obtain her. 

Larry. I haven't a doubt. 

Air. Ha, ha, ha 

Larry. What do you laugh at ? Ib 

Air. Why, to tell you the truth, O'Donovan, 

I'm down here on a love · ſcheme of my own. 

Larry. You! | 

Air, "Ha, ba, hat My girl too, has got a crazy 
old guardian—ha, ha, $. I ſhall carry her off 
though. 

Larry. Why don't you * 

Air. 1 wou'd; only the blockhead, my rival's 
in the way. 

Larry. What, he's a troubleſome puppy, hey! 

Air. That he is indeed, ha, ha, ha!—How 
ſhall I ſhake him off? (4f4e)—O'Donoran,— 
You'll excuſe me now. 

Larry. Where are you going ? 

Air. Only—you Know at ſuch a juncture, one 
has fifty things 
Larry. Well, I won't Aae you but Air- 
court, who is your girl? 


Air. 
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Air. No, my Hens; O' Donovan, you' re too 
fine a Gentleman for my charmer to ſee come 
you dangerous beau! (Takes bim under the arm) 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha! I fancy I am a little dan- 
cs don't know but your right not to let her 
ce me—Ha, ha, ha! the girl! I thought you 
didn't come to Hampton-Court merely to dine with 
your rowing party, you fly poacher ; I can't help 
W at the 1 PUPPY your rival. | 
[ Exeunt both laughing: 


| Lavy Jan (ſpeaks as entering) 
Lady 7. The Lady's in this room, you "RA 
Enter Sor h (from the Room) 


Sophia ! What can have brought you to ſuch a 
| houſe as this? I cou'd ſcarce believe it was you. 
tapp'd at the window. _ 
' Soph. O, Lady Jane, I've done the maddeſt 
thing, ha, ha, ha! I've elop'd from my guardian, 
Lady J. Indeed! — And, with who, my dear? 
10 235 Oh, he's a comical ſoul!—he 092 ON 
long !—I with you were coming with us. 
Lady J. But, my dear Sophia, who—and what 
—and how ?—Elop'd |. | | 
Soph. As to your who, 'tis with Mr. Aircourt ;. 
—your how—he came and got me vff, diſguiſed 
like a Yorkſhire clerk—the d W at—we'll, be . | 
directly. | 
Lady F. Diſguis'd like a clerk! the very. circum- 
ſtance Fib told me! are you ſure your lovgr's name 
is—What do you call him f x 
Soph. Aircourt. 3 5 
Lady J. That may be his name to you; but 
don't be ſurpriz d, my dear, if I aſſure you, that 
your 
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your very Mr, Aircourt vn Geber than my Mr. 
O' Donovan, that” was to have been married to me 
direct. 

Soph. Oh, Mar 1 Janes he how can och a 
thing come into your head | 

Lady F. Well nom, ſtop; j pray what kind of 
perſon has he? | 

Sopb. The prettieſt pen in the: world, or dye 
think I'd have thought of him? | | 

Lady. J. The prettieſt perſon in \'the world'|— 
that is, in a wounded Lady“ 8 Wer, the flower 
of Fop's-Alley. 

Soph, My Aircourt a op! Upon my reputa- 
tion, Lady Jane, you make me exceedingly . 

Lady F. Waſn't his letter of introduetion trom 
a Mr. * ol Pros? 

Soph. The very . Obs 

Lady F. I'm right. 75 

_ Eh! ( pauſes) 

J. Believe me, it's beyond a doubt; yet [ 
na an idea that you were my- triumphant rival. 

Sopb. No; but ſeriouſly, can this be true? 

Lady F. Moſt indubitable !—Fib has got the 
whole affair from. Mr. Pavot, his valet, ha, ha, ba! 

Soph. Nay, but don't laugh at me, Lady Jane, 
for I'm really burt—It's impoſſible though 
and yet the fear — his deſign upon me, coming to 
the knowledge of your family, accounts for his 
aſſuming another name. 

Lady F.-Pray what introduction how came you 
e ? 

Soph, Mere accident. At the dancing-maſtet's 
ball, at the London Tavern be happen d to be my 
partner. f 

Lady F. Yes, his man told F ib, that the Gen- 

VOL. 111, H tleman 
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tleman had been PATHS about Loudon, under 4 
ficticious name, and his good father, Sir Carrol (who 
is really a worthy man) thioks he's only juſt ar- 
riv d from Paris. ä 

Soph. He's one of the. 10 diſſembling— | 
cruelleſt—— 8 | 

Lady J. I requeſt, my . Sophia won't ima · 
gine that I made the diſcoyery- out of jealouſy, 
envy, or any other female principle of good nature 
— You like him, take him; you pleaſe yourſelf, 
and do me a very ſignal piece of ſervice. 

Sopb. I will not—Vll never ſee him more 
deſpiſe— Ill try to 4 — 5 him. (weeps)——He's 
gone for a chai ut let him go by himſelf for 
4 traitor. Q 

Lady F. O then he left you there till his return, 
( pointing to the room) 

Soph. Ves; but he ſhan't find me there, 

Lady J. Then he ſhall find me there. 

Soph. 111'go directly back to my priſon. Don't 
be angry with me, my dear Lady Jane—I'm fo 
vex d Exit crying. 

Lady F. T'll take Sophia $ place here within, and 
bring 8 in his face, beyond the POR of 


denial. eli, 75) 


ates A1RCOURT. 


Air. What a troubleſome cur it is! My poor 
girl has had a tedious time of it here within, (taps 
at the doer) Come, my Love, the chaiſe is . 


Lady JANE advances. 


Lady F. I'm glad to hear it, Sir---Eh! Sir, 

I beg a thouſand pardons ; vi Dot W 
Gentleman! 

| fir. 
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45, Yes, müden; 10 1 expected another lady, 

Lady J. Pray, Sir, your name Rireoumt ? 

_ At your ſervice, ma am. 

J. What an error have 1 been in! — 

michel My poor Sophia! (afide) rr! 

Air. Pray, madam, did you ſee a young 

Lady F. 1 Jooking 0x2) Oh, here comes 
O'Donovan, I'c 
Sir; Thave ſeen FONT, and as 1 was the cnuſe, 
tho' innocently, of Fon ur loſing Miſs Sophia, you ſhall 
command every effort of mine to repain-ber; ¶Kxit. 

Air. What moykc odd have eee "4 Sophia 
to Lady Tow? | 


* LARRY Ka Fan tte: 


Larry. Ha, ha, ba! Aitcourt, you're ri 
about Alihi's mad freaks; why Sophia's © right 
home, 1 had this moment "the: ſureteſt ſmile from 
her window. 

Air. Gone home! was erm kn a little tovirl 
about tee-to-tum. (ade 

Larry. I ſhall make formal propoſals for her to 
Alibi, but on ſecond thoughts I think I bad better 
for a while conceal: my name though, becauſe then, 
in caſe of diſappointment, 1 ſhall ſtill have Lady 
Jane in Petto ; I have ſent Dy man to Alibi's to 
requeſt an interview. 

Air. What could have made her ſcamper back 
again. (aſide) 

Larry. But Aircourt, e you about ? you 
told me you were on a love ſcheme. 

7 1 don't know. 1( quick unu preuiſpiy) 

Don't know! Don't bite me; Ha, ha 
bal 11 ce it; your PUPPY 1 rival's in the way. 


Air. 


® 


an't wait for 8 


_ 


Air. Hei is, ky juſt as you rate to Sophia) 
1 am told without rev his name, he deſigns 
to make propoſals for my miſtreſs to her guardian. 

ae But what objection has this 1 
to your 

Air. Why, really I can't. ſay, ſome buſy body 
has been chattering that I made a ſong upon him, 
or intended to haye him caricatur'd in the print- 
hops; the thing above all others it ſeems he's moſt 
afraid of. 

Larry. Is he? Ha, ha, 3&1 J have it—your 
hand—I'm your oracle—your rival defigns to go 
and propoſe for her, and yet conceal his name; 
ſend an anonymous line to her guardian that a 
moſt notoripus hummer, has laid a plan to come 
as a ſuitor to his ward, but his that real purpoſe, is 
to get his perſon and manner for a caricature print, 
or fong, or ſomething of that : ſort, to turn him 
into ridicule : and if he is ſuch an unique, hell 
take the alarm at once, I warrant your nval trun- 
dled out of the houſe without a hearing, ha, ha, ha! 

Air. And ſo, my friend O Deer, this is your 
comfortable advice? 

Larry. J only wiſh I had a rival with Sophia, that 
L might put the joke in practice, what a fooliſh 
apy he'd cut. | 

Air. You really think he wou' d? 

Larry. O by heav'n, it wou'd be the higheſt—— 
Only do try it. 

Air. Well, perhaps I may—You' ve ſent your 
man, you ſay, to Alibi's? 

Larry. Ves, and in three minutes I ſhall be 
there myſelf, and make propoſals, Ha, ha, ha 
but never mind me—Aircourt, do ſend the letter 
to * old lad Lou may ſign yourſelf "no 

own 
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known Friend; or, Qin the corner ITI an- 


ſwer for its fucceſs—it will make a Icreechung 
laugh for us! ha, ha, bal n 1 gs 
| Air. I think it_mill=TV wry it-—Ha, ha be: E 


[Exeant. 
* *. 1 It 4 by 
ny 25 af I " 1 Doh 4394.5 0484-1 
SCENE. Il... * 22 * 
Arint's Honſe. 


Enter AL III and So RIA. c. 5 


Soph. Don't mention him, I hate him now. as . 
much as ever I loy'd him. 

Alibi, Ha, ha -I thought you'd repent of your 
fondneſs for your charming Aircourt— the ſeſſows 
an adventurer!— But no more guineas for dan- 
cing maſter's balls! "Mt 

Sop b. Oh, Sir, his elegant perſon—grace in 
nd —polite attention, charm'd my heart ; and. 
when 78 taken ill, his concern at the accident 
claim'd my gratitude. 

Alibi. So you muſt fall in love with ka, be- 
cauſe forſooth he danc'd you about till you fainted 
and then, as if he was tipping for nine, he over- 
ſets half a dozen little miſſes only to throw a * 
of water in your face. 

Soph. Do now let's bear No more about him, | 
and upon my honor I won't run away again. 

Alibi. Pon my honor, I don't think you will— 
Boy, my gown and cap; I won't ſtir out—1 don't 
think you'll run away again, little Soph if a wiſe 
brain, brick wall, — bolt, .and double lock can 
prevent it. 

Soph, Ab, guardian, if a woman' s mind is ſet 
upon a kind youth, with a true heart, and hand. 


{ome 


ſorne ſace; your- wall's,cobweb ;<bolt, raw | 
-lock, and: your brain, ſyllabub. - 

Alibi. Don't tell me of pye-cruſts you wall 
find me a ſpider, Mts. 3 you little 


boy. 
Euter Bor, with a cap an pon, x 181 put them on. 


There, now I'm' at home for the day, the night, 
the morrow ; I'll not ſtir from the 4 theſe three 
weeks Vou won't get off again, 1 think. 
Soph. Ha, ha, ba! Oh, Ike BY may! ( fur- 
weying and turning bim about. e 
Alibi. May wat? 8 
Spb. Take you off. Ha, ha, ha! 
Alibi. Take me off! | 
_ Soph. With your red cap; you only want the 
pipe in your mouth. 
Alibi. Tf they gibbet me in their print-ſhops, n 
bring my action for a libel—their windows are a 
nuiſance, exhibitions of ſcandal and indecency, to 
block up the footpaths, and make a hai veſt for 
pickpeckets. . 


. Exter Pavor. 


Pav. Monti jeur, mon Maitre has ſent his hum- 
ble reſpect, to know if he can have the honor of 
waiting upon you? 

Alibi. Well, and who is your mon Maitre, pray? 
Pav. Gentilhonnne of the bon fortune, to beg 
70 to pay his addreſles to your young 
dy there. 2 
Soph. Ha, ha, ha! Upon my word, badn' t you 
Het 4258 me at once—* To be told, ! purſuant 


* 4» *Y 


capital 


*% * 
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capital meſſuage, known by the name of Soghiz | 
Seymour; for particulars, enquire of Capias 
attorney and turnkey, at his villa at Caſtle Nab.2”- 
Pav. Bon! Monſieur, you are de turnkey, and 
your Chatteau - here is Caſtle Nab. pe 
Alibi. Did your maſter ſend you here to laugh 
at me?" = 
Pav. No, Monf eur—Pardie, 1 wiſh F- vas ſafe n 
out of dis Caftle-Nab. ' | 
Alibi, You impudent baboan, whois yourmaſter? 


And who are youm-.. - 
ape bo i.de finiſh'd 


Pgv. Monſieur, don be 
gentilbomme; oh! Mus Sophia, he is muck in 
— with you for you he do forſake de 1 
Lady Jane vid grand fortune. 
Soph. Forſake Lady Nun it _ be Mr 


Aircourt. (afidz) ry oat e 
Pav, Monſieur vil run and deliver Ok your 
anſwer. | HAN { Exit. 


Alibi. There's a polite fellow, fax'd me the trou. 
ble of even thinking of an ater l ſee this 
perſon, and if he is * de man of bom fortune, III 
get you off my hands, wy Pretty dear, indeed 1 
will. - 

Soph. O yes, "this is. his valet that Lady Jane 
mentioned, this is her O' Donovan and my e 
but my heart is ſteel'd againſt him eee dt 
beſeech you not to admit this e 

Alibi. J will. 


Soph. To tell you the truth, Sit, this is Airs 4 


court; but I'm quite indifferent about him. 
Alibi. Eh, Robin return'd to the attack. 


. Pavort (wi:hout) 
Pav. Oui, Monſieur Alibi will be rejoice to ſee you, 


Sir. Alibi. 


n Sure of that © Monſieur 55 
« | ph: Yes, he's confident—a difenbler—Eb! 
_— this i is wy Chelſea pe Cſurpriz's | 


* 


W 8 Kare Candy Kavaxacn. | 


Larry. Mr. Alibi -A am, your moſt—hs, 
charming by heaven! 

Aibi. Nol's pidgeon! Why, Sophin, look, 
here's more of your conceit— this Robin. 

Soph. Very myſterious -I fear Lady * 
has been miſinformed, and led me into an error 
Actually diſtinct perſons! Have I wrong'd Air- 
court, and ſurrendered to my priſon ? (wweeps) 

Larry. I have taken the liberty to wait u 
vou, my old friend, in hopes that my addreſſes to 
this young Lady may 3 agreeable to her tender 
zaclinations and your ſage opinion. (bows). 

Alibi. Why, Sir, as to the tenderneſs of that 
Iady' s inclinations, that's a matter with me of Juſt 
—about—three half pence—{bows) - N 
_ \ Soph. And, Sir, the ſagacity of that gentle. 
man's opinion, with me is juſt about —a penny 
n under that ſum—! — 8 

Larry. As I have quite forgot the multi plication 

table, curſe me if I can ſtrike a balance upon 5Y 
buſineſs—bur, Sir, I love, and will marry: th 
lady, that's my ſum total. 

Alibi. Hah !---but I muſt bre che ſum of your 8 
fortune, before you lay a finger upon that. Lady's 
ſum total- But why, did you go about the buſh 
with your falſe letters ?--- Why did n't you at ſirſt 
come and aſk my conſent fair and openly ? 


© © — 
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Boy. (giving letter to Alibi) A man left that for | 
you, Sir, # | AY | ood Exits 


4 =Y 


Larry entertain Sopbia 


E” > 


it, goes to Larry and holds his face. up to. bim.) 
Well look ; 2 you got a Keck Sue 
Larry. Eh! en ne 4. 8 
Alibi. V'ye a ſtriking Phiz, havent I? 
4 Larry. Lou have a very good phiz indeed, 
Alibi. But when I've the pipe— - 
Lum. What has he got at now? Ma'am, can 
you ſmoke his pipe? *"- ' * Þ ee 
Alibi. No, but I ſmoke your pipe. The tune 
of the ballad, I ſuppoſe will be Bow-wow,” or, 
itop, Derry down's a good tune. 
Larry. Sir, I don't know what. you mean by 
Derry Down. | | 4 
VOL, 111. I a Alibi. 
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carry it out of my houſe. 


N IE Tov; 
Alibi. Don't you? 3 I'll ſpeak plainer,—.. 


There's the. ſtairs, pray, Sir, do you walk 


down, down, Derry down. ( ſinging) 


"Soph. (having pick d up the letter and peruſed it 


Ha, ba, ha! Oh, this is the pleaſanteſt—ha, ha, 


ha! the” very ching I was wiſhing for; ha, ha, 
ha There, Sir, you ſee him to advantage,” Guar- 
diam make a face for the gentleman. Ha, ha, ha! 

Larry. The laugh is againſt ſomebody, but for 


| the ſoul of me, I can't tell who! 


AHibi. Ma am, do you ſtep in (puts ore 
Into a room) | 
And, Sir, do you ſtep out. 
Larry. Sir, this is not behaviour to a Mot 
man. I'm a perſon of rank and colfequenite, 
and muſt deſire, Sir 
Alibi. Ves, Sir, and I muſt deſire you'll pike 
up your conſequence, be your own porter, and 
_ Larry. Then, Sir, I muſt diſcover myſelf —- 
Alibi. You. are diſcover” d.-— Thanks to WI 
the corner. (a/ide) 
Larry: I never met with ſuch a-mad old fel- 
ow! 
1 Meth.” an Are you above, Maſter Ali. 
1! 
Larry. Oh, Lady Arable's butler here can tel 
you that I am a perſon of faſhion. Hear from 


him who you have roche, and bluſh for your 


behaviour, 
Euter Merneclin. 


Meth. Ab, what are you here, Larry? gad | 
forgot. 00 7d: ) 
Alibi. 
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Alibi. Ha, ha, ha! So then Larry you're a 
man of faſhion. 

Larry. (to Mer heglin) Pray be ſerious, friend, 
this old gentleman won't believe that Lam — 
Meth. The deuce, has be found out that you 

are Larry ? 

Larry: Fellow, I'll fee if your lady: authorizes 
your inſolence to her gueſts, and as for you, old 
Coke, I'll carry your ward, dy all the powers of 
love and ſtratagem. I Exit. 

Alibi. A gooſe quill for your ftratagero. Did 
you ever ſee ſuch a puff crack — ho is he, Me- 
theglin. 

Meth. Can't reveal that without my wife's 
leave. {| 

Alibi, Wife! You haven” t ame a Ka- 
vanagh,? 

Meth. No, not yet. 

Alibi. Where is ſhe. 

Meth. So eager to have her little penny ſettled 
upon her before our marriage, that ſhe wou'd 
come with me; ſhe's in the next room, 

Katty. (Without). Mr. Metheglin. 

Alibi. The very voice of my dear wife! (ofide) 
And has ſhe really much money? 

Meth. A power. 

Alibi. I feel all my conjugal was; revive. 
(aide) Metheglin, reach the ink-ſtand off the deſk 
yonder; ' | 

Meth. I will, but be civil to my wife ; ; ſhe's a 
Jolly body—the pen and ink, Aye. -[Exit. 

Alibi. Yes, it is ſhe; I gave her time to roll; 
and the prudent creature, in purſe and perſon, 
has gather'd like a ſnow ball. 


I 2 Enter 
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1 . - Enter Karrr. 1. 
5 " Karry, Mir. Metheglin, / is it eng [manners ro 
leave a body ſtanding in the entry. Oh Mr. 
Counſellor, do you know much of thi od mn 
Tm going to marry. 
k ant 1 know a huſband you did marry, Ab, 
atty | 
) Ep. And is it! Oh St. Patrick! Are you 
e Oy Bryan, my own Honey. 
Alibi, Kate, 3 Oh ch Catherine Pear. 
(Embrates oy” | 


- 


Eiter METHEGLIN, + 


Mah. Here-is the pen and ink. (ops Aur) 
I s the world at an end! 

Alibi. Mr. Metheglin, your wife turns out to 
be my wife. 
Meth. | know with lawyers our money. turns 
out to be their money, but ou 
| Katty. Huſh; Mr. Metheglin, you and I are 
now two, ſo 8084 day to you. Come, my dear. 

[ Exeunt Alibi ad, Katty. 

"Mub. To quit my lady for this falſe woman, 
and ſhe to run away from me for this big little old 
villain, becauſe of his money, and in a moment 
too: ſome myſtery here—VlI go home, and 
throw myſelf at my lady's feet—i'll make her 
happy. Now for the drawing room; but firſt 
for the wine cellar ; yes, aye, | a 1 
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SCENE I. 
Outſide of the Toy. 
” Enter Alxcounr. 


AIRCOURT. 
Ar, ay, you may put vp the chaiſe ; my capri- 
cious, lovely, Sophy | her running back is the 
moſt vexatious—the ſtrangeſt—however, if my 
hum letter has done its duty, by this the 
lawyer has ejected the beau, here he comes—Ha, 
ha, ha! By his furious face it has-ſucceeded. 


Enter Larry KAVANAGH, © 


wa O'Donovan ! well have you propoſed ſor the 
ady— _ 3 

Larry, Aircourt, never knew any gentleman 
ſo uſed as I have been by her guardian. : 
Air. Then my letter has taken. (a/ide) 

Larry. Never was ſo treated 

Air. Treated ! you went at his dinner hour; 

| | 20. 


ay, your country ee are never contented bue 7 
when they are cramming their gueſts, ha, haha | 
. Cram! hecramm'd me down ſtairs. 

Air. Why I ſuppoſe you dined i in the parlour. 

Larry. Dine! | 

Air. 5 what I have beard of him 1 did not 
think he was ſo hoſpitable. Ha, ha, ha! 3 

Larry. He very hoſpitably turned me out of 
doors. 

Air. What te trundled you out without a hear- 
in 752 Jl. 

, FR Gad as you ſay, trandled me out with- 
out a hearing. But held up his phiz as he called 
it, and in the moſt rude and ill-bred manner, 
fairly derry-down'd and bow-wow'd me out of 
his houſe. 

Air. Well done Q. in the corner, Ha, ha, ha | 
| (aſde) 

Larry. Nay, but Aircourt don't 1. un- 
friendly. 

Air. Why faith I've little cauſe for pleaſantty: 
How, ſhall I recover my Sophy. (aſide) 

Larry. And yet, ha, ha, ha! in my vexation 
I can't help laughing for bruſhing thro* Alibi's 
hall in my fury, who ſhould I ſee fitting very 
ſtately in the parlour, but my Iriſh nurſe. 80 
| prompted by curioſity and another peep at So- 
phy.—— 

Air. Sophy ! well! 

Larry. I pop'd into the adjoining room, and 
overheard, —Why the gentlewoman is Alibi's 
wife —and old Pettifog is in ſuch a dread of a 
moſt tremendous Iriſh admirer who paid his ad- 
dreſſes on the ſuppoſition of her being a rich wi- 
dow— 

Air. Ay—well? © | 9 

: | Larry. 
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Alibi fears he'll certainly follow her 
over from Ireland; and piſtol him. 

Air. Eh, this promiſes ſomething. (ade) 

Larry: Ha, ha, ha! 

Ar. "Plha, dem your grinning, let's hear — 

Larry. Why Sir, this hero that they're ſo much 
afraid of, it ſeems is really a devil of a wicked 
fellow, has been in the German ſervice, and in 
ſome of the moſt dangerous actions on the Turk- 
iſh frontiers. 

Air. Alibi in dread of this formidable Hiber- 
nian Hector This may prove a coup de main. 
(.) 

Larry. But Aircourt about your miſtreſs 
What have you done with your fool of a rival? 

Air. As great a blockhead as ever ; he has been 
juſt now communicating a circumſtance to me, 
that I hope will put it in my power to jockey 
him once for all. Ha, ha, hat _ 

Larry. A blockhead, indeed, to make you of 
all men his confidante. Jockey him? 

Air. I will. 

Larry. Yes, but you promiſed to aſſiſt me in 
getting Sophia out. 

Air. If 1 don't get her out may I ——— Well, 
good bye, when next we meet you ſhall hear ſome- 
thing ot your girl that will aſtoniſh you. 

Larry. un I mult now hone my father. 
Adieu | 

Air. I'll about it my boy—The pu is here — 


Ha, ha, ha! 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
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— SCENE 11. e 
N ; a Lach ARABLE 's Bet. 
f 4 240 deer, 4 writing table ſen thro' 7. 


0 Fr Enter LAbpr ARABLE. 


0 


"1a 4. I bluſh'even to confels to myſdl that 


5 34 youth introduced by Sir Carrol ſhould in- 


Rantaneouſly ſupplant him in my affections, and 
for me ſo ſuddenly to break off with Sir Carrol! 
but this ſtranger is ſuch a charming young man, 
yet without family, connections what does he 
want but riches which I can ſupply from our dif- 
parity of condition in life, all overtures muſt 
come from me, yet I may diſguſt him by over. 
flepping the bounds decorum has preſcribed to 


my ſex. Heavens! yes, he is coming here to 


write, he can't miſs thoſe lines they will be the 
moſt delicate conveyance of my ſentiments. 
[Lays @ paper on a table and 858 


* 


3 


Enter O'Doxov a v. 
O Don. I think 1 left the maps on this deſk. 
[Exit in at + tbe RY door. 


* 


Enter MernzcLIN . Wine, 
Meth. Perfidious Katty ! but let her = to the 
Indeed the black gentleman has got her, oh 
for (Alls and drinks) Sweet revenge, l'm ſo 
vext I could quaff aqua fortis—bow to ſep 


above this affront—yes its- beyond a doubt that 
my 


— 
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my wu has -conceived- tender notions for, me, 
but love for this falſe widow, totally put me 
from puſhing my fortune -l obſerv d to-day my 
Lady look'd very cool on Sir Carrol; her mind- 
muſt run on ſomebody elſe, and . but 
Yes, ll return your ſmiles. with ogles, your leers | 
with kiſſes, your money with myſelf, ſuppoſe to 
turn Lady Jane more againſt Katty's ſham — 
maſter Larry, what if I ſtart this young be 

at her? Fid told me ſhe liked. him—Yonder ebe 
N en lad! { 


Apcenter o Donovan 2 
I've 2 ſecret fir band 


take a out of the t- 
tom of that zam? 1 drop 


O Don. I thank you, but I'm in a hurry 
- Methb.. A falſe woman's worſe than an | 
glaſs.—* Adieu to the cellar delights,” (6 8 
As I've made up my mind to marry Lady Arable, 
I muſt hire a Butler of my own: 

O' Dan. You marry Lady Arable; and what's 
to become of Sir Carrol ?_ 

Meth. Pho! Her thoughts on him were Vex- 
ation, from my attachment to a deceitful ſy- 


-, Feth ; 


| © Enter Fis. 


Fib. Mr. Metheglin, run to my lady! 
Meth. There you ſee. 
Fib. She wants you in her dreſſing room 
Meth. No, Fib, my lady wants me in her un- 
drefling room. This room is my ſanctum- 
ſanctorum; ſo. ſince 5 have "2 2 foot 
VOL. ll, in 


— , 
- £4) 


R |, AE ven rer. 


1 
2 crop righteous s ber a fla) 
* Fil: — take a 11 r only to to drink _ 
y's healt 
| tor ' Compliment wo you. ( O'Don: 4 
"OE Db. Me } bow pray 5 
Nb. Yes, 1 muſt fay that Lady Jv wc 2 
N to one in wy eye Sir, Jour beach.. 
- (drinks to O Don. 
. Prey is not the match concluded be- 


tween Lady Jane, and Mr. O' Donovan? 


Fib. Ves, it's at an end, if that's a concluſion ; ; 
no, I aſſure you my Lady' s 2 high-flyer, not to | 
be brought down by a 1 21 that 
cocks his gun at every little bird tat hops buy 
fore him. | 
Meth. He, he, be! Little bird hops before 
| him —Fib's a mighty pretty ſpoken W wo- 
man. 

Fib. Ah, 1 wiſh all the great folks with 
fortunes, would marry us little ſolks wit 
ſortune, and then the world would be better di. 

vided. (Bell without) ] muſt run; pry cork up 
your bottle and come to my lady. [ Exit, 

Meth. What l do you take me for a Portſoken 
ſhopkeeper, wou'dn't cork a bottle for all .the” 
* | © 25 
O Don. But I muſt prepare the pa er 
ladyſhips inſpection. Fw 8 
| Meth. What paper's this? (takes the paper 

Lady Arable left.) My Lady's band | I thought it 
was ſhe went out as I came in—2 bill of fare for 
the Houſekeeper, I ſuppoſe—let's ſee what's for 
ſupper to-night—(reads) © You have merit, 1 
have fortune to reward it ; for your ſake I am 
ready to recede from an engagement with my 
equ 


0 
= © 
D 
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equal in point of rank. If you think it in 
1 be ſo, Houfi 
RN 
—never ſo openly declared her love for me be- 
fore; I thought it might be ſo, but my modeſty 
ſtiged the flattering idea hat a pretty e 


has ſhe taken to let me know it. fe Ft avg 
O' Don. Very ſtrange this. 
Meth. 1 will — +-9 you happy, my tear hn 


give up the great Sir Carrol. O Donovan for me! 
Id be a moſt —— fellow to refuſe I * ; 
fortune,” 6000l. a « you have —＋ 
hem — merit! (bel/ 8 Aye, . 

my Lady, but preſeatly, when your 
and Matter, I'll teach 0 knock. my bells 
about in that manner. 

O Don. This double marriage rupture muſt 
give Sir Carrol great uneafineſs; tho? I cou'dn't 
rejoice at Lady Jane's union with Mr, O'Donovan; 

et I moſt ſenſibly feel at every cauſe of diftreſs to 
his worthy father — but you. have not told me 
the ſecret. - | 
- Meth. Put your beſt foot foremoſt, my boy, 

Lady Jane has caſt an eye upon you, "and. Lady 
| Arable has caſt two eyes upon me; it's not birth, 
beauty is the mark, not for the root, but the fruit 
of the tree, their mouths water. 

O Don. Hold ! if this is your ſecret -I muſt 
inſiſt you'll not even think, with levity, on Lady 
Last tho' you may be well with Lady Arable, 

er amiable daughter could never loſe a — 
on ſo lowly a being as myſelf, | 

Meth. Well, don't go to Le vith me about it 
—I tell you that Fib told ul at Lady Jane ſwore 
this morning, you were he prettieſt man in the 


houſe, except me. l' bring you together; you 
1 ſhall - 


. 
Sg Ss re. 
"2. - 


' hall have the mother's conſent” too; III marry'the* 
Dowager on no other terms. You! ſhall be my 
ſon-in-law, or her Ladyſhip never ſteps into 


chur ch with Jack Metheglin. enen end- — 
O Den. I requeſt you ff ſay nothing about me; 
you'll only do miſchief; but I muſt 
pers her Ladyſhip gave me to look pver. ¶ Exit. 
Meth. Tou ſhall unhorſe” ſquire Larry for all 
glaſs) do I look—but' the always thinks m 


key, (grimaces) the other corner, the other eye; 
oh bravo, Metheglin ! Now have at her noble 
countenance ; ſoon ſhall I be Lord of all her houſes 


adjuſt the pa- 


9 


comely; and chat glaſs of red mantles in my 
- cheek, and ſparkles in my eye ſmile, you mon- 


out- houſes, conſols, hogſheads, jointures, mills, 


meadows, plate, and puncheons. Exit. 
SCENE III. 

Another Apartment in Lapy ARABLE'S, * Y 

Enter Lapy ARABLE. ba 


Lady A. Nou is this ſtep of mine ſo very con- 
ſiſtent ? marry a handſome voung fellow without 


money; I pleaſe myſelf, yet I dread an eelairciſe- 


ment with Sir Carrol. . The lines are gone; 1 


long to know what effect they have had on him, 


cruel, partial decorum !- while man freely courts . 


the fair one he admires, woman, like a poor 


ghoſt, muſt hover round the hidden treaſure, 
condemn'd never to ſpeak till ſpoken to. He's 


Enter 


on. ax un enn bar. » | 


boa 
+ » 


— EYES" 


Bus „Des. beit e 


Oh, Mr. on Pin have, NG 1395 
feel myſelf more awed by his preſence chan he can 
poſſibly be with mine. (a 

O' Don. Madam; agreeable to- your order 1 | 
have look'd over. the furveys of the lands you have 
purchaſed of Sir Carrol. 3 | 

Lady A. You are very good—thoſe inſtruments 
were drawn up in Ireland, but tolerably accurate, 
] fancy. al; 

O Don. They correſpond Vith the rent-fol 
Madam. 

Lady A, Well, my young ſurveyor; to tell you 
a ſecrer, I made the purchaſe only on commiſſion 
for a certain Lady, who} if your heart is diſen- 
gaged, | wiſhes to cheriſh ſome idea in your favour. 

O'Din. Confuſion ! then Metheglin, 1 find, 
has been talking here of Lady Jane! (fide) 
The Lady's goodneſs foes me too much honor, 
Madam. 

Lady A. No, I'm certain your are a very: de- 
ſerving perſon. 

O Bon. Sir Carrol too, will ſuppoſe that 1 ave 
dared to aſpire to hen—and what muſt he think of 
me. (Aſde) 
| Lady A. By his agitation, he takes the mean- 
ing of my note. (a.))? 

O Don. Madam, whatever you may have wad; 
be aſſured I never had the preſumption to 

Lady A. He underſtands me but as my name 
wasn't to it, I'll ſet him beyond a doubt (aſdt) 
tho' the Lady flat ters herſelf that her offcr is agree- 
able to your wiſhes. — 

O Don. 


4 = 
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O'Den. * wiſhes! I deſeech you, ale 

julliee to beleve— | - 
A. Yet, to ſpare her the indelicacy of an 
abfohite declaration, that is, Sir, tha' apprehend 
ſive, you may think ſhe has already been forward 
in advances, yet ſhe deſired me to preſent; you 
with her picture. (gives it) 

O Don. Ah, Madam! Wich all thoſe charms, 
my heart while I confeſs jt ſenſibly awake to each 
perfection, never harbovr'd a thought, aſpiring to 
the lovely original. Lon al it) Eh! Why, 1 
dam, this is your picture! 9 

Lady A. Pray let the artiſt's verwition ſpore cop? 
bluſhes. 

O' Don. What a miſtake! 


Enter Mernkerin. 


I am ſo o wer'd by the effect of your Lady- 
ſmhip's condeſcenſion, n me, Madam, 
to eee 46 | (Exil. 
Metb. You may withdraw. 

Lady A. In ſuch a tender moment—what. an 
impertinent intruſion! 

Meth. You've made an impertinent intruſion 
here. (calling after O' Donovan) 

Lady AJ. What do you want? 

Meth What do I want! Here's mock mo- 
deſty | Aſhamed to think of the tender ls: ſhe 
left for me. 

Lady A. I can't ſpeak to you now. 

Metb. How ſtrong is the conflict between her love 
and jealouſy, for my thoughts of Katty. (aide) My 
Lady, I'm all contrition for paſt coldneſs—and am 

willing | 
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3 tho' you have caſt your 
affections on a perſon far beneath you. 
Lay A. (afide) Then my paſion fr this you 
has 1 Well, no matter, Metheglin, 
4 that 1 arne my e 


onvorthl 
þ Pardon. me, Madam, not ſo very. a 
dente fortune, "tis Gans: but 20 to every 
thing elſe 
Lady A. Forrune's bor light 3 in the ſeale, ehen 
counter-balanc'd by tranſcendent merit. 
Meth. Tranſcendent merit! Heavens ! ſhe * 


on me! 

Lady A. What do you ſuppoſe people will ink 
of my choice? | | 

Meth. My Lady, I admire your choice. b. 
in the glaſs) 

Lady A. Metheglin, I have a high opinion of 
your fidelity; I wou'd have concealed—bur, 
heigho! fince diſcover'd, I own my weakneſs. 

Meth. Weakneſs ! No, my 5 it is amorous 
ſuſceptibility, caught by parts and graces, 

Lady A. I wou'dn't. Rive" this affair get much 
abroad yet awhile. 

Meth. Huſh ! not a word; but the marriage, 
once over, *rwill be only a nine day's wonder, 

Lady A. Why, fo I think; Sir Carrol, indeed, 
will have moſt reaſon. to be offended. 

Meth. I don't care a broken cruet for Sir 
Carrol. - 

Lady A. You! ButT mut not loſe ſight of pro- 
priety. 

Meth. You never do, my ba think you 
proper, and that's ſufficient. 
Lady A. Youl you vretch! 4 775 

 Metb. 


* 
N — 
a, 


' 4 


my new 
as my thumb —ſuch airs, after all her ſqueamiſh 
advances! But my rival, Sir Carrol— how vex'd, 


— - 
1 * - 


e. (Pape) Were that is a term of love 
I know; but as nobody's bye, ſhe might have 
ſaid agrecablg! wretch: to command a little more 


white fring*d gloves, and be-wig my head in a new 
Brigadier. 'Eh! you wretch—Oh, ho! 1 
the firſt thing 1 mall have occaſion to buy out of 
fortune; is 4 hazle ſwitch, about as thick 


He, he, he! But egad, 1 muſt/ make it up with 
him the”, „ becauſe hell be a decent ſort of viſiting 
acquaintance for us—Odſo! true To diſcover 


Katty's ehange of his ſon,” aye, that nails Sir - 


| Carrol's good will, as ſure Yes, that does it my 
full vengeance, too, upon Kate and Alibi. Yes, 


yes—Eh | I'll tell all—Oh—aye—hem ! aye. 
| C 
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| . SCENE IV. 


4 Read 3 near the Lud of Lapy ARABLY's. 
Houſe. Tu | 
| 4 


* Enter L:py Jars 


"mg J. Poor Sophia | her ſecond bu 
ment, all from my error: but if her whimſical 
lover, Aircourt, ſucceeds in his Iriſh Captain's 


ſcheme, I muſt, as I promiſed, deliver her the 


letter he gave me for her, or ſne may be as much 
terrified at his Et i as Alibi; but my mind 
is 


reſpect, I inſtantly put on my wedding cloaths, 


on. Tits 1 0p THE DAY. — ©. 


is wholly occupied by this diſcovery ib has 
made. I ean't help thinking l'm more conſiſtent, 
in my partiallity for this young man, than mx 
wiſe Lady- mother. How it has aſtoniſh'd me, 

ſo very unaccountable and abſurd; | Sir Car- 
rol's time of life renders an union with; him. 


much more ſuitable than this very prepoſte» 


rous match. with one young enough to be her 
ſon. She has, in her ſpring of life, cropt the 
{weet bloſſom of love, and now in mine, -ſnatches 

it from me, with a viſionary idea, that ſhe can 
| cheer her winter with an artificial warintk. Bug 
let her take him, I'll expel him from my thoughts ; 
his ſoul, like his fortune, is ſordid and mercenary 
—[sn't this he? Tis; and my beating heart 
tells me I have blaſphem'd the God of my 


idolatry,” T 
'$ Enter O'Doxovan; (with a ſmall bundle). 


O Don. I'll firſt apply to this old lawyer, he 
may afford me at leaſt a temporary employment; 
if not, 1 muſt for London: thrown upon the world, 
conſcious honour be my pilot. 1 

Lady J. His face does not wear the joy oft a 
bridegroom. | PS... 

O Don, Let me take one farewel of that beloy'd 
manſion—Adieu, dear caſket, that contains the 
Jewel of my foul! Heavens! She's here! 

Lady J. Are you going to take a walk, Sir? 

O' Don. (Embarraſi'd) No, Madam, having 
particular buſineſs in London, I had hopes a 
ſtage might take me up on the road. 6 

VOL, iI. 11 Lady F. 


of e e 


Each. J. Büfueß id town f O true, m Does | 
tor's © ommont but; ſta age I—ſure, Sir, you 
might! have comnfanded Lady Arable's, or rather 
your own coach to attend you. 

Don. Alas, Mradam, Ito fenßbly fet] the 
poiznanty of your Ladyſhip's remark; bnt 

cond you fee'my heart, your gentle nature muſt 
conſider me more tlie obſect of oc pcs than 
ridicule—You may think me 5 fort of boaſter, 
when 1 confeſs, that in Proportion as fortune de- 
effes me, a ſtubborn pride elevates me to my- 
felf, and while you view mie here a forlorn 
wanderer, you, madam, are the only being on 
earth to whom 1 wou'd ſue for pity. 

Lady J. Indeed Sir ?—but hold! pity a man 
nge to be married to a rich well-jointur'd Wi- 
dow? - 

O' Don. And deſtroy the hopes and happiack 
of my all-worthy benefactor! Never! were there 
no other motive. (/b You ſee my page 
( Sewing the bundle) This 1 prefer io an Am- 
baſſador's retinue. | 

Lady J. Be quiet, my beating heart! How 
have 1 wrong 'd him! (ai , Sir, then you re- 
j-& my mother's matrimonial overtures, mere- 
ly becauſe you wou'd not obſtruct Sir Carrol's 
happineſs—— That Sir, is your only motive 
I tit? 2; 

O' Don. Not altogether, Madam—But permit 
me, as this may be my only opportunity, to wi 
your Ladyſhip every felicity that can attend your 
union with Sit Carrol' $ ſon. 

Lady F. Felicity in an union with vim — 
Never! was there no other motive? (Abe) 
Poverty 
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« Povexty ſhovld be m refer nce to 
an Ambaſſador's retinue F e A. 5 N F Fr 
O' Dan. Pardon me, e 


that morn to other motive than— 9 
ſhould exiſt any But, no; my Yan. Wan't 
draw me into another deluſion. (ace), Plcale, 
Madam, to accept as the repreſentative of Lad dy 
Arable, my moſt grateful thanks for the kind 
and hoſpitable reception, wich which, from Sir 
Carrol's friendly introduction, ſhe was pleas'd to 
honor me. (bows) 

Lady F. Then, Sir, as her repreſentative, I 
muſt hope, we are not ſo ſoon to be depriv'd of 
your company You're not really going ?— 
And whither if I may aſk. 

O' Don. Madam, when you know who I am, 
indignation will take place of this generous con- 
cern for a friendleſs outcaſt—by concealing the 
meanneſs of my origin, I have impoſed upon the 
unſuſpecting credulity of Sir Carrol, and pre- 
ſumptuouſly obtruded my company, where hu- 

mility ſhould have taught me to wait. a 

Lady J. Lou have education and accompliſh- 
ments, and for your family, Lady Arable muſt 
certainly have known that, before ſhe detcrmin'd 
to 

O' Den. My . was a gift from the open 
hand of benevclence; and as for my parent 
ſcorn to claim a ſubſiſtence, where without a 
bluſh, I cannot aſk a bleſſing Heav'n protect 
you, deareſt Lad y—My heart is full! 

Lady J. Nay, but, Sir! 

O' Det. Adieu, moſt honor'd hilly I wiſh 
— couꝰd— forget that theie was——Oh, for- 
tune [ Exit, 


3 L 2 Lady 
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——— 


'Diflntereſied——fenfible——penerbus 
uth | Dare I think he loves me ?—If he does, 
e dare not think ſo himſelf —It's his extreme 


ky of the gratitude he owes Sir Carrol, that 
deprives us of him. Which way is he gone? I 


poſitively muſt not——that Is——n0, my mo. 
ther muſt not loſe him. 


{ 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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| SCENE . 
A Hall with ſeveral Doors in Armi's Houſe. 


, 


ALIBI with Wine, KaTTY and Sophia with tea 
ai Heuer e at a Table. 


| 


Ha, ha, ha! 


Katty. Faith, you fay right tho? a joke. Miſs 
Sophy——Tith ſhou'd now think yourſelf very 
happ PYs my gay little old man; in vo warm 
manſion here. 

Soph. And fince now you taſte the ſweets of 
marriage and ſocial comfort; why deny it to me 
my dear guardian ? 

Alibi. Since you're ſo marriage-mad, my dear 
Ward, don't I conſent to wal ow young Mr. 
(Oh Donovai ? | 

Soph. Yes, but I hate bird. / 

Alibi. (apart) Our ſon; Aal, orga him in- 

Ther favor. 


Katey. Now, indeed, MS; he's a pretty boy. 
Ali. 


Sornra. 


8 _ rr: 


Alibi. And pays you ſuck a compliment; for 
te he forſakes Lady Jane Arable, a woman of 

igh top quality. 
- Soph. He forſake !-—She deſpiſe dun, if poſ- 
fible, more than Ido. 
 Katty. Indeed, and you're both very nice, 
faith! — And Miſs, if you was as handſome as an 
ally baſter, and as rich as 2 Jew,—T'd think your | 
face and pocket well beſtow'd on my boy 
1 mean young Squire O' Donovan. 

Soph. Let me peep at this letter Lady 10 
ſlip'd me. ( peruſes it) 
Alibi. O dear, here had T retir'd after all my 
turmoils, to enjoy, as I thought, the ſnug chim- 
ney-corner of life; yet, I don't know: how, all 
of a ſudden, I'm wound up in cares, like a filk- 
worm in his woof, all of my own ſpinning top, 
a young wild ward, that I'm weary of managing, 
a ſon all ſnuff and feather that I dare not own; 
and from our long ſeparation, my wife being 
thought a widow, has raiſed me up two invete- 
rate enemies—here that ſcoundrel Metheglin 
and as I deſign venturing to Ireland to pick up 
that eſtate Lady Arable purchaſed, there J have 
ready before me that terrible Iriſh Captain. 
Katty, my love, what was that Hector's name 
the Captain, that Metheglin told me lov'd you 
ſo much? 

Katty. Oh 't was Captain Killmainham 0 Squro- 
a ; and he did love me dearly. 1 am 
ſure if he came over here, he wou'd ſhoot me 
in your arms. 

Alibi. 1 thank you my dear, but I wou'd 3s 
lief he wou'd ſhoot you any where. elſe. —But is 
he ſuch a terrible Coſſack ? 

Kitty. No; he would not kill any body unleſs 


he 
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he had taken his bottlez—then be did'nt care 
what miſchief he did. Why in the Caſtle of 
Dublin he'd pick a quarrel with the Lord Lieute- 
nant himſelf, that he wou'd—and why not? a 
great man be Was himſelf in gunnery, and ſcri- 
maging againſt the Turks. 

Alibi. Why there's a ſerimage in his ory | 
name, the ſound is more terrible than an Indian 
warhoop. | #4368736 46808 Fe 

[A lead noiſe without.) © | 

Air. (without aſſuming the Triſh brogue) Tet Joy 
it's her friend, Captain Kilmainham O'Squro- 
mough, Juſt arrived from Dublin. 

455 What! ; 

Soph. *Tis he, my dear Aitcourt keeps his pro- 
miſe. (ide) 

Kaity; Yes, I vow to Heaven, I believe it is 
the Captain, and ſeems to have been at the bottle 
—— Here will be fine cutting and ſhooting! 4 

Alibi, Cutting and ſhooting ! 

Katty. O, dear huſband ! to come all the wi 
from ireland after me, what good nature 

Alibi. Confound his good- nature. 1 

Katty. You'd better not ſpeak ſo loud. 

Alt 4 1 will ſpeak loud—Confoutid your 
good- nature. (in a lom tone) 

Soph. A Captain I— Ha, ha, ha! I'm glad we 
have'nt finiſh'd our tea: —he'll take a diſh with 
ene | | | | B 

Alibi. Tea! Give him the devil. 

Katty. Honey, don't let him hear you. 

Alibi. He ſhall hear me Give vou the devil. 
(in a tremulous vcice) (glaſs broke without) Lounds! 
if he has'nt broke the lamp in the hall! 

Soph. Lud! he muſt be a tearing fellow. * 
Alibi. 
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Abi. Teriag - We there ? (a the . 
trembling). „ ee” 


Enter Ar Sent en e in military drafts, 


 [Exonnt Katty and Sophia, haſtily. 
Air. Sir, as 51 am a gentleman, I think it rude- 
neſs to force into any man's houſ 5 
Alibi. Really Sir, I am ſomewhat of your way 
of thinking. 
Air. I find you are, . as we both think of 
having the ſame woman; and, Sir, with ſub- 
miſſion, I think that's damn'd impudent in one 


of us. 
Alibi. With ſubmiſſion I think ſo too, Sir— 


| but pray, Sir, ro whom am ! indebted for this 


honor ? 
Air. To that amiable ons. the widow 


Kavanah ! 
Aibi. (aſide) Tis the very elverado 1—Sir, 


one might imagine you deſigned to affront me ? 


Air. I came on purpoſe, T 
Alibi. Vaſtly civil. (ade) | 
Air. Look you, Sir; | * had the 8 to 
ſerve at home 4. abroad —Ockzakow and Bal- 
briggin— The Danube and the Liffy Volunteer 


teviews and Belgrade ſieges — all one to Killmain- 


pom O'Squromough—and I have learnt in Ire- 
and and Germany, by Tactic, Theoretic and 
Practic, that there are two ways of doing things 
be firlt is—( f//s) Sir your health, (drinks) 
That's one way— the ſecond, is fills) Sir, your 
health. (drinks) That's anot her way. 
Alibi. Now, Sir, with deference to your tac- 
tics, thoſe two ways ſeem to me but one, > 
Its 


\ 
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1 Ar Rig ht Sir, two and one make thee. 
(Fils and Hunte) and that being the firſt way. - 
Alibi, Pardon me, Sir, that was the third. 
Air. Three are odds, and I come here 10 be 
even with you. (#1) 


Alibi. The moſt barbarous marauder I yer 


law.) (ace) 
Air. You ſee how I love wy bottle. 


Aki. Yes, Sir, ſee you Jove wy botcle—— 


What a daring braggadocia ! (2% de) 

Air. How can you keep ſuch wine! ? 

Alibi. It's difficult indeed, Wenne wiſh I had 
conſtables. (afide) 


Air. Now our Iriſh daret olides down like 


new milk- makes a man ſprightly and good - 
natur'd - but your gun-powder- port ſets my kiln 


a- fire ( frikes his bead) and makes me as hot 


and as wicked it has juſt prim'd me for bu- 
ſineſs; ſo, hearkee friend—now to the affair that 


brought me before your citadel—As 1 doat on 
Mrs. Kavanagh, the man that loves her is a. 


ſcoundrel. \ 
Alibi. Sir, we till agree in opinion; but, this 
widow ha s to be my wife. 


Air. What !—then N married her, O you 
moſt vutrageous·— 

Alibi. Ves, my good Sir, but it was long bes 
fore you ever ſa her. 

Air. Then you didn't give me fair chtnde. 
election, or rejection—but it can't be, the was 
never before in England. | 

Alibi, No but I was in Ireland. 


Air. Sir I have beef alk Pardon "ou all - 


favors (bows) 
Alibi, But Sir, now you 10 coet=—with all ci- 
vility, (bows) if I ſhould thruſt myſelf into your 
VOL. III. M houle 


; ; 
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houſe break your lanthorns ard Bades, ard 
make all this uproar—what wou'd you fay? 
Air. Say! faith Sir, I'd ſay nothing at all, at 

all, -but 70 like a crow have the honor to take 
you up to the garret window and decently drop 
you down upon the flags, and crack you like 2 
cockle Oh! I'd — your head againſt the 
walls of Bender, Charles the XIIth did the Ja- 
niſſarjes—I'd kick you, (4hrows. dewn the table 
and breaks the 9 juſt ſo. (Sephia runs out 
ſbrieting) I'd turn you put of my houſe, juſt 
 ſo—Get along you little raſcal! ( puts Wee 
9 I would demoliſh all your aiders— * 


Enter Mernrclrs. 


— 


(Arca bufler him) and abitiors-—I'd flap ven- : 
| | Enter LARRY. 


© (Aircourt ſhoves him) and every ſcoundi el, who'd 
take a lady from Captain Killmainham O'Squro- 
mough. I Exit. 
Larry. Bravo l Oh, yes, it's Aircourt—he 
has got her out for me—Ha, ha, ha! 
Alibi. Come for Katty, and its Sophia he has 
put out !—Here's a ag ONT HOY — 
Stop! Sophy! (call) . 
Larry. A word if you pleaſe ? ? 
Alibi. My fon ! but I muſtn't own him. (afide) 
few ſtypid fellow ! Do you know What you are 
oin 
15 My goed friend, be cool—T come once 
more to beg your permiſſion to addreſs Miſs 
Sophy ; but as I now find ſhe'll ſoon be, mine 
wichout it it, I ſhall ſpare giving you that trou- 


ble. 
Alibi. 
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Abi Wr, zountds,! 1 was keeping her for, 
ou. 09 * 
a Larry. For me 1—No, us, my dear, Sir 
Ha, ba, han 9 | 
Alibi. Provoking If I tell the fellow he's my 
ſon, Sir Carrol finds out my trick upon him 
(afid?) Mr.—*Squire O Donovan; recover Sophy 
for me, and ſhe's your's, upon my affidavit. 
Larry. Indeed !—no, no; fince my friend has 
got her out for me; Pl! have her and no thanks 
to you Good bye, Old Hillary Down, down, 


« derry down.“ Ha, ha, ha! [Exit. 
Alibi, Here's an . fon” of a Vile 
lain! . 


l * 1 | 
n Re-enter Mernrolix. 


Meh. | (Prop ing) Is the Dra ragoon gone? 
Alibi. Down 1 5 road; ſtop him, and I'll 
give you an hundred guineas. | 
Meth. Me! I wou'dn't ſtop a man on the 
road, for five thouſand !—Sir, if Lady Arable's 
Martiage-articles are drawn up, you muſt inſert 
my name inſtead of Sir Carrol's, . 
Alibi, What is this muzzy-headed' blockhead 
at lf you won't help me to recover Sophia, 
do, friend, go home to, your ſideboard.—If the 
meets Aircourt, ſhe's irrecoverably loſt ! (aſide) 
Furies | 
Meth. Oh, oh! Muzzy-headed !—Sideboard ! 
—Very well, Sir.—;Yes, , I think I'll introduce 
one Sir Carrol O'Donovan i into this good family. 
ves; he may be liſtened to, tho“ I can't—Eb ! 
Aye II will indeed !—Aye! [ Exit. 
Alibi. This barbarous loten Mohawk !— 
I'm well out of his clutches—I'd be after him 
* myſelf 
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myſelf, only I'm abraid.a+:Daiho the fellow!) he 
got ſo buſy with his twos and threes at my un- 
tortunate bottle, that he totally forgot the buſi - 
neſs that brought him.—Zounds! here are peo- 
PE. "we „ in Wes out alan ftroet Kerl 


Enter o Doe OVAN. 


wholure 760 0 "What do you want? 
O'Den. Sir, excuſe this freedom, but- hearing 
you have an office in town, if you ſhould have 
a VACancy, I beg leave to offer my ſervices. 
Alibi. This may be another Poor Robin.— 
Who recominends you ? Have you any an, 
of credit? | 
0'Don. I have no friends, Sir, and my only re- 
commendation. is neceſſity. 
Alibi. ] don't love' neceſſity, I deſpiſe 1 
But, as Sophy will ſqon be diſpoſed of, I ſhall 
want a clerk ; this turns out opportune enough ; j 
beſides I ſhould have ſome ſort of man in the 
houſe, if this civil Captain ſhould repeat his viſit. 
(ade) Could you on occaſion, ſave a gentleman 
trom being cracked like a cocklef l wy 
O' Don. Sir! | FITS WA 00s 
Alibi. Sir — Well, god can 700 rte r- 
O' Don, Les, Sir; and have ſome knowledge 


Of. 


Alibi. Knovledge ! Can yon poliſh a boot? 
O' Don. 1 ſhall endeavour to render myſelf 
uſeful, and it {hall be my ſtudy to prove it o 


e 


Alibi. No. fouriſhng!-—for fear of being the 
cauſe of ingratitude, it's my maxim never to do 
good to any body, 


O' Don. 
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O Don. My expeſtations are extremely hum- | 
ble, and I. ſhall hope for na more encouragement "5 
than you may find I deſerve. "4. "IS 

(loud knocking ee j 

Alibi. Heh Af this ſhould: be again the deſ- OY 
perado—l feel comfortable | tho” to have ſome-  * 
body here that's able to defend me Now, my 
lad, you may have an occaſion to convince me, 
by your ſpirit and attachment, that you deſerve . 
encouragement —ſtep aſide a moment. & 

2 O Donovan retires. 

Sir Ca. (without): And which is his office? 

Alibi. Sir Carrol' O' Donovan himſelf! I find a 
fort of a—queer—kind of al begin now almoſt 
to ſuſpect that an honeſt man may be happy; for 
I, with all my knavery, never was ſo—Shew the 
gentleman up—won't you pleaſe to walk in Sir? 
haven't ſeen him ſince. we were lads - tho' I re- 
menen voice, I hope he forgets. = features. 


Enter 81 Cannot, 


bir Ca. Well, Mr. Alibi, alias Kavanaght ! 
(Alibi ſurpriſed and confuſed) I left you in Ire- 
land, twenty years ago, a profligate young man, | 
and nw I find you in Ee. a harden'd old 
knave. | 
Alibi. Sir | 
Sir C. In youth when the paſſions take the lead; 
vice may be.the effect of folly ; but. when judg- 
ment is matur'd.by-age, 2 vicious man is a con- 
firm'd ſcoundrel! 
Alibi. Really, Sir Carrol, this is language I 
2 bh underſtand, and didn't expect from an old 
rien 3 
Sir Ca. So vou thought to ſhuffle in your 
ſon 


= RY Tas Tor; 


ſon to inherit my eſtate, and graft your faſ 
cally bramble on eee * . the er 
Alibi. Nay, my bo. — | 
Sir Ca. No ee want no proof that the 
jay, feather'd out at my ee is a bird of 
your own neſt; but confeſs where you have con- 
cane my boy. 

Alibi. Pon my word, 1 don't know what von 
mean by boys and bird's neſts : I haven't troubled 
my head with ſuch fopperies theſe many years. 

Sir Ca. I expected nothing from you but quirk 
and; chicanery—W here's your wife, the wretched 
Partner and tool of your (deception ? From her 
ſimplicity, I may extort ſome truth. 
Alibi. (aſide) Yes, Katty has ſqueak'd, ond 
muſt ſlip my neck out of the nooſe. - Sir Carrol, 
1 poſitively. don't comprehend what you are at, 
but you are welcome to put any interrogatories to 
my wife —ſhe doats on a little chat ſhe Il give 
you replication, I warrant; Ha, ha, ha 
K Sir Ca, Fly. Sicrah! This inſtant let me ſee 
C's: / 
Alibi. (Muttering) Surah! Don't e a 
| man—Ccoming—Into-—man' s houſe—command=— 
man's wife — abuſe — Roe 
man LEriti 
Sir Ca. Les, yes ; fo many circtimſtances to 
confirm the truth of Metheglin's ſlory. This 
young Larry, as he calls him, is certainly Alibi's 
ſon Then, my poor vnhappy boy, whom they 
have bred as their own, wherever he is, muſt 
| by their name, Lawrence Kavanagh; but where 
they have ſecreted him, to diſcoyer is now. my 
grand obje&t—Perhaps they have abandon'd him, 
and he N in penury, or worſe - Brought uP 
15 — 4 
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with vulgar aſſociates, - habitual e r 
bring a ſhame, where a fond father, lik 
pects a een dend 1 


0 Doxovan advances.) 


in this fox-trap. 


O' Don. Sir Carrol, before I quitted Lady Ara- 
ble's, I enquir'd for you, and wiſh'd for this op- 
portunity of returning you your” * of this 
morning. (offering a bank nate) 


Sir Ca. Come, come, a decent iden] is may 


—but I- think you won't refuſe to accept, if 


you N I feel a high N in beſtow- 


in 


0 Don. Tho! I confels myſelf an unworthy ob- 


ject of your bounty, I'm not yet ſo baſe as to re- 


ceive an obligation from the 88 I have | in- 


jured. N 


Sir Ca. Eh! 
O' Don, Yes, es I have md your PN | 
©, 


with ingratitud inſidiouſly cheriſhing a pre- 
ſumptuous admiration - of your ſon's intended 
Lady; and tho unintentionally, I fear 1 have 
robb'd you of the felicity Lady Arable's hand 
could beſtow. 

Sir Ca. Then it was for this you withdrew your- 
ſelf from us? So, rather than obſtruct the happi- 
nels (as he thought) of me or my ſham ſon, from 
the affluence which muſt have been the reward of 
his merit here has he again thrown himſelf upon 
the world: a noble · minded lad, faith. (ade) They 
ſtay long, but I ſuppoſe little Honeſty is giving 
his wife her leſſon. 

O' Don. Linterrupt you-—pou have buſineſs, Sir. 


(going) "© 
iq, 


dear boy ! who thought to have met + you 


„ . . 


, 


$1. 


— 
— 
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Sir Ca. Stop! You talk of obſcurity of birth, 
but as it was your perſonal merit that attracted my 
eſteem, your origin to me is of no conſideration ; 
infamy is the only ſcandal, and if your birth is 
free from that, never let your honeſt cheek bluſh 
at declaring it—What's your name? 

O' Don. Kavanagh. | 

Sir Ca. Kavanagh ! Your chriſtian name ? 

O' Don. Lawrence. 

Sir Ca. Let me contain myſelf—vbo are your 
parents? (with great emotion. 

O' Don. I have juſt now, for the firſt time theſe 
many years, ſeen my mother in this houſe, but I 
think ſhe did not know me. 

Sir C. She nurs'd my ſon ! (o Donovan i 
It is my darling Edward—my generous My no- 
ble- minded ſon—(embraces bim) So lang the for- 
lorn child of penury—alike an unhappy ſubject for 


the ſcorn of pride, and the tear of pity. (Puts * 
Handkerchief to his eyes) | 


O'Don. Can this be? 
Alibi. (Vi thout) Aye, wife, you deſerve it, but 
you ſhan't prevail on me to connive at your moſt 


attrocious impoſition on this worthy gentleman j 
I'm a man of conſcience 


Enter ALIII. 


Sir Carrol , ſhe echnowledyny the cheat ſhe put 
upon you, with a good deal of threatening and 
entreaties—All true that Metheglin told you. 

Sir Ca. And where's my ſon, raſcal ? 

Alibi. Nay, Sir Carre], be calm. Your ſon, 
it ſeems, after my quitting Ireland, was ſent by . 
my maſter Counſellor Fairplea, to ſome diſtant 
college—No, he'll never find hm, (ade) 

Sir Ca. 


OR, TR u or THE DAV. 8 

Sir Ca. And: you} really don't; know where * 
is ? 
Alibi. No, upon hav bg Pd 9 * 
thouſand pounds outlof wn own pocket to find 
bim for you. 

Sir Ca. Then In find him fo: vou. (points to 
O Donovan) L nee and aſt a 
pardon-. t? 4840 zer 
O Don. Meritt Heaven! 1 came hither to 
ſeek, but to find ſuch a father. (kveels) _ 

Sir Ca. Riſe to my heart, my dear fon ! ! When 

I firſt beheld you, the voice of nature bid me love 
you as a parent; but ſince, your inherent virtues 
claim'd the permanent eſteem of my ſincereſt 
friendſhip, | Now A am proud indeed not more 
rejoic'd at finding ſueh a fon, than by fortune's 
knocking at the door of 3 to e it opens 
by an honeſt man. 
\ * | vy 
Enter Lor Ian hand Mrmzoux. 


My ſweet Lady: Jane, as I underſtand you had 
the generoſity to honor my; boy with ſome notice, 
when you thought him not worth a ſhilling, you 
alone deſerve him, were he heir to an empire. 
Lady J. This gentleman your ſon, Sir Carrol! 
This confirms what Metheglin told me, and 1 
hope, may in ſome degree juſtify, what I dreaded 
wou'd prove the inexcuſable error of my heart. 


| Enter Larry KAVANAGH, 


, Lar. Hah! my bavghty 8 (To Lady 
ane.) | | 
Meth. How d'ye do, Lariy ? (Goes up fo O De- 5 
novan) Sir, haven't I made 'a man of you? 
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Did t 1 promiſe you my Jane? I have brought 
it about rarely, ha, bo 

Lar. Madam, as I Nau own that my heart 
is engag'd, I hope you will be candid enough to 
woe edge, ae you Du think a fon of Sir CarroP's 
unworthy of your merit. 

Lady J. Sir, I muſt, with all 2 know him, 
acknowledge the merit of Sir Carrol's ſon. 

Lar. Ma'am, I thank you for the compliment. 

Meth. You thank her! Well faid, Larry? 

Lar. But the Lady's conſent comes now too 
late —upon my honor _ can een have me 


Sir Ca. Upon m Jay Tn re givi your- 
ſelf a great deal of — about we giving 't in 
the leaſt concern . Thank Heaven, Ty 6 
are no fon of mine. ' 

Alibi, Sir Carrol's right—chiss is his young _ 
tleman, and you are my own dear boy. 

Meth. How do you do, Maſter Larry 3 
Lar. Eh, why xhat are you at Old Ettleren 
TI ha, ha, the Lie of the Day? 

Sir Ca. You'lt find it a very ſerious truth, Sir. 

Lar. Truth! 1 obferv'd a ſneer—very odd 


buz about this, at Lady Arable's— but if tis ſo 


and my—new old dad gives me che charming 
Sophy 

22 Me give! Didwt you 
now you had her without my perm 


is ſhe ? 
Lar. I've been upon the hunt, die fink me if 


T can find either her, or Aircourt —Ha, ha, ha! 


to. me me, jul 


Here they come, 


Alibi. The Coats again! hide that bortls 
and lock the china cupboard. cod 
Mel. 


og. THE-LIR'OP FHE DAY, 5 
 Meth« Captain ene nene, ad lock 


us u P pee 


Enter Acoonr, - (bh his dj 2 0 ad e. | 


Air. Be it known From Belgrade 10 Balbriggin, 
that old gentlemen may keep their widows, tor 


this Lady is now the wit of ws pigs a {mee 


Scuromough. 

Alibi. Your wife! Who are you . 

Air. (In bis own voice) Mr, Alibi; I fappos'd, 
from the known venality of your character, had I 
made a fair and open demand of your conſent, [ 


never ſhou'd have 
needy adventurer, planning ſchemes for her for- 
tune, my Sophia ſhall Boi that to obtain her 
charming ſelf, was the ale object of her affection- 
ate Aireburt. | 

Lar, No, my dear fellow; Pye told him you 
took her off for me, 

Air. And I tell you, my ear ellen I took her 
off for m ſelf-—Came, don't he angry, for my 
claim of affeQion was prior to yours. With an 
other motive I'd ſcorn to circumvent a fri 
but in love, all ſtratagem | is allowable. 

Alibi. Aircourt! | 

Air. Ay, and derk Robin. | e 

Alibi, Here's deception with a vengeance |— 
Mind, her fortune's yet in my hands—P'11 let you 
know Im her guardian. | 


Soph. No Sir, you'renot---the name for executor, 


in my mother $ will, is Allbi. Now, as I under, 
„ ſtand 


n'd it But, inſtead of a2 
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extremely diſtre 


=. 
Rand that your's 1s . we ſhall make Your 


part void by the miſnomer. 

Alibi. Here's petticoat pleading ! I 5 make 
her a chamber counſel, and be curs'd to me! 

Lar. Dad! (to Alibi) You find your fon a ready. 
made gentleman to your band! but as I am out 
of ſinance my dear fellow down with the Louis, 
Alibi. I'll down with you, you villain ! 5, 

Larry. Some money, Sir? | 

Alibi. Money! Get along, you foreigner ! Do 
you come over here to rob me? 

Sir Ca. Chearfully reimburſe the four thoukad 
it has. coſt me in the training of your foreigner, 
and without litigation, , give this lady her for- 
tune, or for your fraud on me, I'Il proſecute 
yo to beggary—As to acquire riches was the 
cauſe of your crime, let the loſs of them be 
your puniſhment. You profeſſed honeſty.” and 
practiſed law ; now for a change tho' the law is 
your profeſſion, let honeſty be your practice. 

Meth. Sir Carrol, if you can forgive a ſuc. 
ceſsful rival, I ſhall be proud if you'll honor our 
wedding. Daughter Jane !—Jenny 1 give you 
leave to aſk your friends to ſupper, and I. 
Mall give orders to Tom the footman, whom L 
have now preterr'd to be my butler, to take care 
of you Alibi, La and alter Larty in the 
Pantry. 

Lady F. Sir Carrol, my mother deſir'd me. to 
apoligize for not appearing before you, at leaſt 
for ſome time; and tho! ſhe acknowledges that 
her caprice 1n a certain inſtance. (looking at O' Do- 
novan) has wrong'd you, yet ſhe feels herſelf, 

ires'd © d that Metheglin's doating 
concetk 


"on THE LN or THE Dar. 1 


coneeit and vanity, have had power: to impoſe 
on any one a belief ſo 1 eee 1 210 e 


to her. Fas 7 
Meth. Eb, ee that? 


J. And as ſhe has given orders chat be | 


be diſcharged from her. n 

Lady J. To convince you ſhe's in earneſt, ſhe 
hegs you'll be obliging enough to provide for 
him in ſuch a manner that may ſecure her from 
ever being troubled with him any more. 

Alibi, Tom the footman, now the butler, will 
entertain you with us in the pantry. (to- Me- 
theglin) 

Meth, Under her qwn hand too—Very * 
ſhe'll be ſorry yet - Only if I ſhould marry Fib— 
keep her Ladyſhip from the fiſnpond.— After 
White gloves, ſattin waiſtcoat my brigadier— 
wig. | 
2 You're ready dreſs'd to—wait at the 
ſideboard. Ha, ha, ha 

Sir Ca. 1 owe Mr. Metheglin many obligati- 
ons for his important diſcovery. I ſhall not at 
preſent enquire into his motives for it, but my 
e ſucceſsful rival,” venture back with'me to 
E and Pl make you lord of my wine-cel- 

ar 

Meth, Will you ?—Sir Carrol, I am your 
humble ſervant, and when I again think of 
the ſoft deluding perfidious ſex, diſcharge me 
_ the glorious Dublin delights of fiſh and 
Claret, 

ir Ca, Then my new butler, begin your du- 


ty 


% 
1 * 
; * 


| WTR Toy: ere? ty" 
F * 


ty by ordering us a noble ſupper at the Toy, 
over which, we'll laugh at the events of the day; 
and yet they have proved, that the eye which ſees 
all, directs an unerring hand to give vice the lafh, 
and drop on the brow of honor, the blooming 
wreath of unfading happineſs. = 


THE ENDg 
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whITTEN By THE autbon, 


SPOKEN er MR: EDWIN rv THE'CHARACTER or 2 


THEGLIN. 


MASTER Sin Carrol, pray don” t 2 a doubt, 
When I'm your Butler---(che curtain end Eb! Ther” re 
mut me out! 


I had a Story, or a ſort of Riddle. 
And here I'm left alone, like Fool in th* middle. 7 
Strange! that by this Green Curtain dropping down, 
From Hampton-Court, I'm whiſk'd to London town. 
My part's not over---pray ring up again. (calling behind) 
You won't ?---Oh, ho! Since I've got here, why then 
I'll lay before the houſe our poor petition, . 
To-morrow night this play, by your permiſſion. | 

How ſuch a maggot got into my head! 
That I, (her Butler) ſhou'd my Lady wed! __ - 
When but ber Footman as behind I walk d, 
To me ſhe often o'er her ſhoulder, talk d; 
She'd ſtop- Heigh ho! I'm tired---do, pray ſtep on, 
I'll take your arm now, if you pleaſe, good John.” 
In my new Livery dreſs'd---Bag---lazge Bouquet, 
Her admiration all her looks betray. N 
Giving a meſſage, my poor heart ſhe wins; 
Such looks, down glancing at my portly pins, 
Then ſtepping to her Chariot hung ſo high, 
I ftoop'd---puſh'd in the ſtep, but dar'd to ſpy--- 
Oh, ſuch a foot and ankle! But, alas! 
Slapping the door, I ſhiver'd the plate-glaſs: 
I ſnivel out, © Lord, Ma'am, the glaſs I've bent;“ 
*© Don't cry, poor John, *twas but an accident.“ 
If this was Love, ye Lovers, Oh, cou'd I 
Let a ſweet Lady for her Butler die? 


— 


$#k.4 1. — 


Tf 


{ 


EPILOGUE. 


If not, W Ladies, don't throw out ſuch whetters, 


And then we'll keep our diſtance with our betters. 
Now, gentle Sirs, an't mine a ſad diſafter ? 
A Servant ftill, who thought to be a Maſter ! 


Again to Dublin'go---my noddle ran on't, 


1 - 


I might ſometime go over Lord Lieutenant--- 
No Servants ſhall I have, no powder'd Pages; 


Fot Thouſands SalPry, Five FRE my Quarter s Was 


ges! ; 
Not waited on---Methegtin gilt muſt wait!. 


No ſervice of---no, I muſt clean the plate! 
| No, never ſhall I draw my ſword all bright! 


And bid a drunken Tapfter riſe a Knight; 

Make him a Rector who can make me laugh, 

And give a penſion for a paragraph! ; 

And yet, ye Gods, I will in fortune's ſpite - - 
Oh, what a Bottle P11 uncork to-night! l 

And then I' be myſelf, my bright Decanter, 
When fill'd---that little Fib, how I'll gallant her! 

To order Supper now I think expedient, 

So Ladies, Gents, Metheglin's your obedient. 


EPILOGUE. 
WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR; s 


INTENDED. TO HAVE BEEN SPOKEN BY. MISS FONTE= , 
NELLE, IN THE CHARACTER OF SOPHIA., 


FOR ſev'n long years I've been a Lawyer's Clerk, 

My ſteps were doubtful, for my ways were dark; 

I'm ſxill'd in Error, Sham-plea and Demur, 

Aye, and a notable Conveyancer. 

The fearful Debtor trembled at my nod, 

Full many a Youth this pen hath ſent to Quod. 

T han't much time to chatter here to you, 

Vet take a hint of what I mean to do: 

Aol, from clouds more brightly darts his rays, 

80, long pent up, Pll burſt into a blaze, 

For Dreſs, Ton, Life, I've a prodigious paſſion, 

PI! make a pretty little Woman of Faſhion; 

Round the gay circle fly my cards about, 

Sunday I fix on for th' enchanting rout : 

At charming Loo, my company I ſet, 

Or ev'ry heart beats high at dear Piquet. 

To nodding friends, I'll in my chariot bob, 

Splaſh up the dirt, and rattle thro* the Mob, 

Or in State Chair, my high head low I floop, 

My chin juſt popping 6ut between my hoop : 

My fix tall Footmen ftrutting on before, 

Knock Flambeaux round, and beat the open door. 

Mind, I'm a Lady firſt, for ere I marry, x 

My Hal ſhall promiſe that he'll be Sir Harry. 

My pleaſures quite in ſtile, all brilliant, gay, 

Yet ſtill ſo vulgar as to like a play. 

The play-houſe croude d, how we're {queez'd and tum- 

bled, 


Box, Stage and Gallery, ſuch Jargon jumbled ! 
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; -EPILOGUE. 


So plaid too, the converſation round Ye--= 


(1) Are you there, Jack? (2) Hah, Tom! (63) The 
deuce confound ye! 


(4) A charming girl that yonder. (5) La, what Brutes! 
(6) Is this Seat taken? (7) Dem your dirty boots! 
(8) Were you at Aſcot, Ma'am? (9) I go to Races! 


| (10) Hey, ſhut the door _ (11) Lady e 


places. 


(12) Silence! (13) Book o' the Songs, Ma'am ? 00 


Ah, ſuch nonſenſe! 

(15) Hiſs again, Ill knock you down. (16) You! 
(17) *pon my conſcience ! 

(18) Wins Deſdemona, ſtories all he told her. 

(19) Suddenly tak'n ill! (20) Who's Bottle holder ? 

(21) Hip! (ings) (22) « And you to bleſs th. charm- 
ing creature.“ 

(23) Curs'd hot! (24) How cold! (25) Op'n the Ven- 
tilator! 

(26) His Lordſhip went this morning, Sir, for Dover, 

(27) A damn'd good-natur'd fellow! (28) Throw him 


over! 


(29) Take off your Bonnet, Ma'am. ( 30) He'll then 


adore me, 
(31) I ſhan't fit down, till they fi down afore me. 
(32) What Act is this? (33) Idrank Tea in Pall-Mall. 
(34) A brazen Romp that little Fontenelle! (Sell rings) 
My Clack's cut ſhort,. for there's the Prompter's bell. 
Good night, kind friends, te you, and you, and you! 
Here I cou'd prate for ever, but adieu! 


r 


(1) A Sailor. 
(2) Another. Sailor. 
(3) Woman in Gallery. 
(4) Buck in the Boxes. 
(5) Lady in Green Boxes, 
(6) Country Gentleman, 
(7) Foppiſh Officer. 
(8) Man of the Turf. 
(9g) Old Lady. 
{10) Finical Fop. 
(11) Box-keeper. 
| (12) Noiſy Fellow in Shilling Gallery. 
6 3) Fruit Woman, 
(14) Critic, 1 
(15) Iriſhman. 
(16) Critic. 
(17) Iriſhman, 
(18) Citizen's Wife in the Pit. 
(19) Apologizing Performer. 
(20) Pupil of Humphries. 
(21) Sailor. 
(22) Carlos in Duenna. 
(23) Fat Citizen in the Pit. 
(24) Bernardo in Hamlet. 
(25) Man in Shilling Gallery. 
(26) Man of Faſhion in Side Boxes. 
(27) Drunken Buck in Green Boxes. 
(28) Man in Shilling Gallery. 
(29) Man in Upper Boxes, | 
0 2 (30) Frail 
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(30) Frail fair in Green Boxes; 
(31) Yorkſhire Man. 

(32) Drunken Man. 

(33) Macaroni. 


(34) A Starch'd Prude. 


CZAR PETER, 


IN THREE ACTS. 


PERFORMED AT THE | 
THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN, | 
IN 1789. i 


Tu MUSICK By Ma. SHIELD. 


5 
, 
+4 
| 
: 


= -- DEA PERSON-Z. 
———— ͤ63; ——ñ 


0 Peter the iſt, Czar of Muſcovy, Mr. BAN N IST IR. 
Count Couvanſki, . . . .... . Mr. BLANCHARD, 

| Colonel Lefort .. . . . . . . ... Mr, JOHNSTONE, 

7 Commodore Swivel, ............... Mr. DARLEY, 

. Juftice Applejack, . . . ...... Mr. Qx ick. 

7 Philip, /cooooocoooopeeccceccccevoceepoeacce Mr. BOWEN: 

Slip. .. ...... .. . ...... . . . . eee. . . Mr. EGAN. 

ö Romadanowſki. . . . .... Mr. C. POWELL, 

\ „ AA A Mr Rate. |: 

. | : — BE FARLEY 


— 


K Pc BIiLLINGTON, 
Mrs. Applejack, . . .. . ... Mrs. MOUNTAIN, 
Ellen, ... ... ...... ...... ...... ... Mrs. MARTYR, 


— . 


Scene, London and Deptford, 


Ah F4 


THE LN 


ACT L 


SCENE I. 
j | : 
A room in Colox EL. LerorT's houſe, CoLoner L- 


FORT diſcovered drawing, OTTOKESA ſeated em- 
Ployed at a lace cuſhion, 


TRIO. 


 OTTOKESA. 


Trurrzp by the bird-lime ſpray, 
Clad in leaves of early ſpring, 

See the finch her fears betray, 
Hov'ring round on doubtful wing. 


C. L. Cautious ſo, the playful boy, 
To the humming bee draws near, 
With the honey lies his joy, 
In the ſting his cauſe of fear. 


- 


Enter 
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Enter Din, bebind, ann Orroxesa and 
 CoLoNEL LErOoRT. 


Phil. Making: hide nice---genteel pawing, 
| To look on---tip-a-toe---pat4 creep, | 
How I love---ſquint a bit---maſter drawing, 
Pretty 'tis---faith I will---take a peep. 


Otto. Lovers ſeldom make appeal, d 
Once the ſenſes can approve, Ei LE, 
The deluſive paſſion feel, | 
Reaſon ſoon. gives way to love. 


Phil. (looking over Ortokeſa) Oops long---ſtick a pin---in 2 
| cCuſh-ion, 
Bobbin ng fling---idling here---me---they'll ſnub, 
(Looking over Col. Lefort.) Lindſebpe fine---blackbirds neſt--- 
hawthorn buſh in, 


Arbour green---where I tif---ſyllabub. 


Col. L. and Otto. Lovers ſeldom make appeal, 
Once the ſenſes can approve, j & 


The deluſive paſſion feel, 
Reaſon ſoon gives way to love. 


Phil. Ma'm, I'm going, have you any thing 
more to order ? 

Otto. You've only to ſee about a female ſervant 
for me. 

' Phil. Sir, a beautiful drawing you're on; (looking 
at it) I'll be haog'd if it isn't the dock- yard "Ah 
at Deptford ; ay, this is the ſketch you were at in 
the boat r'other day - there's the Britannia on the 
ſtocks as natural and in that ſlip is the Thunder- 
bolt juſt ready for launching. 

Col. L. - 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha! Juſtice Applejack's garden, 
where I meet his niece Ellen. (Side, looking at the 
drawing) Well ma'am 111 ME you home a {mart 
maid. 

Olio. 
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Otto. Philip, and deſire the waterman to let 

me know when he's going to London. 13 
P hil. Yes; ma'am; [Exit 
Otto. I've juſt finiſh'd my work. 


Col. L. Work ! ah! lter what a change of fon 


tune! my fall ſo ſudden ! made a colonel thrg?. 
the Gone of the Czar Peter, who then was con- 
tent to ſerve as a ſubaltern in my regiment. 

Otto. Yes, brother ; but you were rather too 


ſevere to put your ſovereign under arreſt, only for | 


laving a game at cheſs; | 
, Col. L. He was irregular upon duty, and thro' the 


fervour of my zeal for military diſcipline, in that 
moment I conſider'd him not as my ſovereign, 
bdut my enſign, and myſelf not as his ſubject, but 

his commanding officer, I expected his * z 
"but he ſtruek me. 

Otto. And then you (to the joy of your envious 
enemies) threw his commiſſion at his feet. 

Col. L. I did; degraded by a blow (even from 


the hand of a monarch) I was unworthy to wear 


the livery of a ſoldier, 
Otto. For which your eſtates were confiſeated, 


and your life loſt, hadn't we eſcaped over here 


to England. 
Col. If diſcovered, I expect no mercy. 


Otto. J ſhould feel rather awkward, if my Dant- 


zick lover Michaelhoff was to fee me in this hum- 
ble ſituation—there—T've done.—(ri/es) I.et me 
ſee how you go on, (/ooks over him) vaſtly well. 


Col. L. Av, ſiſter, my early ſkill as an 2 wel ; 


and my drawings of fortifications, firſt introduced 
me to the Czar's notice; yet I'll be content if the 
talent to which I owed my paſt honours can now 
procure me bread. 


+ 
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- Olto. We ſhall do very well; Monſieur Dentel- 
le's, in Taviſtock-ſtreet, - can't refuſe me ten 
guineas for this lace. | e 

Col. L. And if the print- ſeller in Fleet - ſtreet, that 
bought my other drawings, gives me ſix guineas 
for theſe but 1 can't go to town with them my- 
felf, on account of this proclamation which the 
Engliſh court, in compliment to the ſovereign of 
Ruſſia has iſſued for apprehending me. 
Waterman. (without) andes. hoy ! 

Otto. The boat's going, adieu! wiſh me ſucceſs, 
and pray be cheerful. 
Col. L. I'll give your band-box in charge to the 
waterman. [ Exit with it. 

Otto. Attention to my brother's untoward af- 
fairs, gives me intervals of relief from the diſtreſs 
my mind muſt otherwiſe experience in ſo long an 
abſence from my dear Michaelhoff. | 


AIR. —OrrokkEs A. 


Ye filver brooks wander ! 
Well pleaſed each meander, 
(Your verdant bounds keeping,) 
We trace from the ſource, 
But into ſtreams gliding, - 
You're loſt by dividing, 
(The fond willow weeping,) 
Ve die in your courſe. 


My joys! thou ſhalt ſhare them, 
Thy griefs! let me bear them, 
Oh, calm the wild tumults that riſe in thy breaſt, - 
Hearts ever delighted, - 
p By friendſhip united : 
A ſiſter's affection ſhall ſooth thee to reſt, LS 
Exit. 
Re-enter 


Re-enter Cor. LerortT. 


Col. L. My poor, innocent, amiable ſiſter to be 
involved in my misfortunes! (takes a ſword, corſ- 
let, and other armour from a cheſt.) My only joy 
left now, is to look on theſe, in the reflection 
that I was once a ſoldier, | 


Enter COMMODORE SWIVEL. 
(Col. Lefort haſtily covers the armour.) 


Com. $. Servant, Mr. Melzoff; I ſaw ſome 
very good ſketches of your doing at a print 
ſhop in Fleet-ſtreet, and it's my way, when 1 
ſee any thing I like, to ſerve the man that does 
it,—Gather up all your beſt drawings, and I'll in- 
troduce you to one, that will make your for- 
tune. | 

Col. L. Who, Sir? | 

Com. F. Only a certain inſignificant fellow, 
called Peter, Czar of Muſcovy. 

Col. L. Is the Czar in England? 

( ſurpriſed and alarmed. 

Com. S. Indeed he is, Colonel Lefort. | 

Col L. Betray'd ! but I'll not be taken. 

( ſnatches up a ſword and ſtands upon his guard.) 

Com. S. Sir, I am a Commodore in the Navy, 
and to betray the unfortunate would be a diſgrace 
to a Cabin boy—Come, hang it, you can't bear 
malice, for they who have ſpirit to reſent inju- 
nes, areever the moſt ready to excuſe them. 

Col. L. The Czar is implacable, and I cannot 
forger. | 

Com. §. You ſhall forgive and he ſhall pardon. 
You are the ſheet-anchor of his Military Efta- 
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2 THE ZAR. PETER. 
bliſhment ; breaking from you, all run adrift ; 


his deſigns are good and great, but his Empire 


will never touch at Port Glory, without Lefort 
at the helm. Come, cheer up, Colonel; meet 
me at Count Couvanſki's, York Buildings; I'm 
now going there to receive his Highneſs.—1 Bus 
rantee your perſon. 


Col. L. Let, tho' Lindictive, the Czar is Wie 


and generous ; ; but to purſue me thus, with un- 
rang animoſity ! 


F 


AIR—Cor. LTrokr. 


The golden Monarch of the ſkies, 

Behold in Majeſty ariſe, 

Sublime in bright meridian ſtate, 

Around diffuſing light and heat; $$ 
But ta do good the God appears, 

More radiant ſhines, the more he cheers, 
Unlike the peeviſh Deſpot, man, 

The puny tyrant of a ſpan, 

The power beſtowed to aid and bleſs, 

He uſes only to oppreſs, 


| f * 
* ky x 


SCENE II. 8 ; 


A Garden to ApPLEJack' s Houſe.——a cloſe arbour, 
at the back a wall, with a ſmall door leading 10 4 
road. 


Enter EE from the Houſe, in bis cap and 
rb OL g0wn. 


Mrs. A. (within) Why Ellen! you Ellen! 
Apple. Why, Niece; you Ellen — This _—_ 
0 


r TE AO 
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of mine is al ways doing ſomething to offend my 
dear wife —Oh, my ſpouſe | my 2 etty Winny, 


that I fell in love A at firſt ſight, tho' then 
ſhe was only a Welch Strawberry 12 running 


to Covent Garden, with her baſket on her head, 


and her cheeks as red as her own fruit, but ſince 
I've made her a gentlewoman, ſhe's ſo delicate.— _ 


Enter Mas. Appitjack. 


Mrs. A. Ellen ! (calling | 
Apple. Stop, wite : baker Mrs. Applejack, 


An't J a maſter carpenter in his Majeſty” s Dock- 


yard, here at Deptford ? - 

Mrs. A. Yes, my dear. 

Apple. An't I a Juſtice of Peace, likewiſe ! 

Mrs. A. You are a juſtice, my dear. 

Apple. Then, when I order my niece to pre- 
pare my breakfaſt, give the juſtice leave to call 
her without interruption. 

Mrs. A. So you ſhall, my dear. 

Apple. Why you | 

Mrs. A. Why, you Ellen! 

Apple. We'll wait no longer—We'l goin | and 
breakfaſt without her, wife. 

Mrs. A. No, my darling ; as the morning is ſo 
mild, we'll breakfaſt out here in the arbour if you 
pleaſe. , 

Apple. Then walk in and order out the tea 
things, 

Mrs A. No, my dear : You'll walk in, and 
bring them out yourſelf, my ſweety, as the maid 
is buſy. 

Apple. Well, this is ſo kind, to let me do every 
thing for you, when you how as a magiſtrate, 
| have ſo much buſineſs, what with licenſing Pub- 

licans, 


/ 
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3 et manners, ans fining ſwearert, 
damn me if I have time to think of any one ching 
but how to bring, in the * 7 | 


! 


AIR AveLtack. 


In a jolly trading juſtice, | 
And when a cauſe is pendant, 
A bribe ne'er fails, | 
. To kick the ſcales, 
For plaintif or defendant, 
My public office puff in, 


, My elbow chair fit gruff in, 


Rich rogues acquit, : 
Poor rogues commit, 
Then ſmoke and munch my muffin, 


The ſan to ſea 1s jogging, 

Let's haſte to get our grog in, 
Tho? Luna peep; o'er land or deep, 

Hob-nob, we'll knock the noggin. | 


A roaring houſe preſented, 
In me the pariſh truſt 1s, 
I bully, cant, 
Nor licence grant, 
Till. firſt they---tip the juſtice, 
' To puniſh wicked ſwearers, 
Pm ever briſk and willing, 
Their morals mend, N 
When they offend, 
I touch the © ſplendid ſhilling.” 


I'm a Deptford overſeer, 

And give my men ſaint Monday, 
I wink at lips, 
So. I have chips, 

To boil my pot on Sunday ; 
I've law for every pallate, 
Let my lord chief o'er haul it, 
My warrants hne, 
My name to ſign, N. 927 
I ſtamp it with my mallet. 

Exit. 


Mrs. 4. 


£ 
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Mrs. A. Ha, ha, ha! the only advantage for a 
handſome young woman, like me, in marrying an 
ugly old man, is to make him my upper ſervant, 
and to procure fine clothes and fine pleaſures -b) 
a ſmile and a ſoft word I've more power over my 
huſband, than all the domineering wives in Eng- 
land. When I make up a good purſe, from the 
folly of my little codger here, I'll back again to 
Snowden, and make my own Davy a Wellh gen+ , 
tleman. 2 Fj 7 a aff 


AIR.—Mrs. ArrlEIAck. 


I once was a ſtrawberry girl from Wales, . 
Thro' Hammerſmith trip'd it for three =_ a day, 
What Turnham gteen milk-maid with yoke and tin pails, 
Was then half ſo blitheſome, ſo frolic, and gay? 
When I'd ſav'd of my wages ten ſhillings or more, 
Hey, home I went happy, and great as a queen, 
My Davy he ſmiled when he opened the door, | 
To ſee his dear Winny at Cluid again. 8 


Near the brow of high Snowden my Davy did dwell, 
On the green lawn beneath ſtood his Winnifred's cot, 
His kids ſcip'd the craig, my lambs brouz'd the dell; 
Kids, lamhs, Winn, and Davy together ſoon got, 
For his wild care in gambols ran downward to meet 
The ſong of my heart as I ſcim'd o'er the plain, 
And Davy his flagelet tuned up ſo ſweet, K 
That my lambs clim'd the ſteep hill to hear his ſoft ſtrain; 


My dreſs tho? ſo homely, each amorous boy 
Would by flattery win a fond place in my breaſt, 
Clear water gave beauty, coutentment gave joy, 
And nature and innocence did all the reſt; 
! laugh'd at the nonſenſe of ſmart London beaux, 
They all miſs'd their aim, tho” a knight or an earl, 
For none but my Davy cou'd pluck the ſweet roſe, 
That was planted for him by his ſtrawberry girl. 


Re- enter 
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Billy Applejack. , (He advances to the entrance of 


fong |! 


ing little graſs-hopper, that had got chirping on 


' young woman.up, that bores her ears, twiſts paper 


4 
Re-enter APPLE JACK, With tea-board and china, 


Apple. Here my ſweeteſt, ſet it in the arbour, 
Mrs. A. Lay it there yourſelf, and then ſtep 
back for the tea-kettle my love. 

Apple. Step back for the tea-kertle | permits 
me to do every thing! how good! you remember 
when I was a batchelor, the ladies gave it up that 
no body was ſo ſmart at the tea-table, as little 


the arbour, ELLEN Juddenl ruſhes oui he ok the 
tea-board, &c.) | 

Mrs. A. Ah! (ſcreams) 

Apple. The devils in you, why did you pop out | 
on a body ſo? 

Mrs. A. Huſſey, what were you doing there ? 

Ellen. 1 was er to a ſong, the ſweeteſt 


Mrs. A. That's not true, oy I havn'c heard a 
bird this morning. 
Ellen. No, ma' am, 'twas not a bird, but a charm- 


the violet bank behind the jeſſimine. 8 

Phi, (Singing in the arbour), Fill me a bowl, 
mighty, mighty bowl.” 

Apple. Is that the graſs-hopper ? ro my ear it 
ſounds like a thief— Oh, Ellen—l always give 2 


in her hair, and rubs flour 'over her face. 


Enter Phil ir ſrem the arbour with a large bowl. 


Phil. ( freaks An Here you make great 


3 and I muſt eat them. (To Ellen). 
Appt 


- 
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Apple. Sir, there's not the leaſt occaſion what 
brought you ef, 

Phi. fade Free, your health, | bl 
drinks) e fo 
Mrs. A. Who are you, fellow? n 

Phil. I aut n Ad, 770 fevice to "You, VE 2 
drin) LEY 
7 Oh; if theſe are your replications, forre 

body put a few interrogatories to me. ww 

the bewl from. Philip) Ma'am your | health. (79 

Elen) Sir, my ſervice toyou—(70 Philip, #rinks) - 

Now, whoever you are, get out of my houſe. | 

Phil. I'm not in your houſe, I'm in a garden. 

Apple. Quit my buſhes, my OV and my gra- 
vel—and do you huſſey, go in. 

Mrs. A. Never thall Ellen Applejack darken a 
door of mine. 

Phil. Then ſhe ſhall lighten my doors; illumi- _ 
nate my parlour, fit by my fire-ſide, and by the 

wers of matrimony, ſhe ſhall place two plows 

on a batchelor's bed.” 

Apple. Mrs. Applejack, write his commit- 
ment, and I'll fign it. 
Phil. Oh, Jaftice, It commit myſelf to the 
"_ immediately. (we. towards the door in the 
act 5 
Ellen. Why ſure, uncle, you won't ink of 
turning me out. 
Apple. Think ! PII do it tho?. 
(Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Hpplejack into the houſe 2 
Aing the door) 1 Ear 
Ellen. Now I'm left totally upon you. | | 
Phil, Have they lock'd the | doors (looks di. 
oncertedo | | 
Ellen. Oh yes. | = | 
VOL, 111, Sree”, - * Phil 
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| the houſe. 


brighten your parlour and poke up your ſire? 


| matrimony, I was to fleep * two pillows 1 in 


day. 


treſs is gone to town to diſpoſe of her work; 


* PII marry you. ' 5 


„ R Cn EJ. 
Pbil. But there's be door in the from of 


Ellen. Don't you ſee bad aunt bas turn me 
out for good ? L 
Phil. I'm n de 3 | 
Ellen. Lord, Philip, didn't you 47 1 "a to ö 


Phil. Les; but my fire is in the flint, and wy 
parlour happens to be not built yet; 
Ellen. Didn't you even ſwear by the powers of 


your bed-chamber ? 
Phil. For P bed I haye not 2 goole's | 
feather. + 
Ellen. Lord be you deceiv'd me, Ms, Phi- 
lip, I ſee you're a fortune-hunter. 
' Phil. Then | have had but curſt ill-ſpor to- 


Elen. And have 1 loſt the proteftion of my 
uncle? and all for- (weeps) ts 1,1 


Phil. Love and me; but don't cry, my mil. 


ſhe's only a fine Ilace-maker; but fweeteſt, ſhe 
has ſent me to Took out for a young woman to 
attend her Il prefer you to the place; and when 
your handſome Philip can muſter up che price of 


ys 35 


Phil, At 3 I break a lade p pate on the green, 
But yet I don't. bear either malice or ſpleen, 
So when withthe girls I prattle away, 
Still you have my Heart, for tis only in play. 
All morning PII help my dear Nelly to labour, 
At ev'ning we'll trip to the tap of the tabor. 
Elin. A very fine noſegay from Willy the rake, 
| W 
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But ſoon as we parted, I dung i it away, f 

As you have my heart, for twas only in play. e 

All morning I'll help my dear Philip t to laboup, | [ 

: At evenin Se ll dance to the tap of the tabor. 
Phil. I romp'd Yother evening with Peggy the brown. 1 
And ſwore Pd give Jenny the fair a new gon; 
Tho' to all the young girls I've ſomethin to ſay, "ERR ws 
N u have my heart, eee N 
. ASE * fn a 


SCENE Ini. 
Count Conran 8X1 's Wives. 


Enter 8 SLie and RoxaDanowsr:. with Coat and 
Bruſbes. 


| «lip. Aſk n me. 95 bruſh coats! Count ROY 
ſki's Aid du Camp in the field of Venus, the 
carrier pidgeon of his billet doux ! ; 
Roma. But I'm de Generaliſſimo, de great eagle 
over his houſehold, and if you keep your place | 
here Mr. Slip, do as I order you. (gives them to | 
Slip who lays them on à chair) 15 
Slip. Here Thomas, bid Anthony, defire Ro- 
bin, to tell Gabriel, that Fg 20.4 bruſh his 
maſter's coat. 9 | | [ Exit. : 
Roma. Dat is one ſcoundrel, and he's proud 
of it. ( feels the pockets of the coat and takes aut a 
Honey Bleſs my ul; the very packet of letters 
I gave my maſter three months ago, and be 
haſn't broke open the ſeal 80 Ah he 1s ſo 1 | 
up with his W | 0 
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in this Britiſh paradiſe, the ſhrub 


Enter Coun Couvanaxt.. 


3 — Ob Romadanowſki, Tos juſt ſeen at my 
miliners the moſt charming girl!. 
Nona But, Sir, dis pacquet from Moſcow, 
has been lying here dis three month, and, 2 


even de ſeal broke open. DR 


Cou. You read and anſwer it. 

Rama. My Lor, dey may be a lter here from 
de Czar himſelf, | 

Cou. No, he was before that date ſet out on 
his tour of obſervations, ſince he quarrell'd with 
his favorite engineer, Colonel Lefort, to make 
up for his loſs, he ſends a ſcore of us young Muſ- 


covites of quality over the civilized parts of Eu- 


rope, to pick up ſcience and mechanies, to em- 
belliſh his riſing city of Peterſburgh. Ha, ha, ha! 
1 am happy to be ſent to dear England, but 
dem mechanick's— 'I. import «taſte and plea- 
ſure into Moſcow. O charming Engliſh women, 

of pleaſure. is 
my tree of knowledge, and I rather the ſweet 
role in bloſſom bud and bloom.—Ha, ha, ha! 


how the Czar will be ſarpriſed to find me ſuch an 


elegant young fellow—-Don't you think his- 
Highneſs will be wonderfully pleaſed with mc. 


Eh Komadanowſki? Ha, ha! 


Koma. He will indeed, my Lord. | 

Cu. I'll plant ſuch à colony of beauties in 
Ruſſia! on my return the Czar will certainly'ex- 
pett i my mouth to be fll'd with ſmoak, ramparts, 
— 3 baſtions and gunpowder ; but 1 hate war, 
I'm not cruel enough to hurt any body, nor do 
I like to be hurt myſelf ; no, no, for odious can- 


non let me e have the Sund of a violin, and when 


| do 
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1 90 give the word of command let it be bey. 
rike up geatlemen muſicians, 


AIR —Covxr coras, . 


Come, ſweet Be ſoft 100 1 ho 3 5 
Strike off firſt with dear viola! n 
Ah! the dulcet violencello ! TY ab 
| Rolling, thrilling, melt the fouls & \ 
Sweep the bow, and preſs the ftring, 
Oh! the noble contra baſſo! 
Corno, for bright Dian's chace D 
Bravo ! bravo ! Da capo, Gods! again. 
/ Come, ſweet muſic, ſofb an mellow, | | 
Again the ſweet viola bring DIE dan 
Gentle Oboe join the train. POTTY 
Gay accompliſh'd man of faſhion, | 
Form'd for pleaſure, and to pleaſe ! 
Soul awak'd to ſofteſt paſſion, 
Nurs'd in elegance and eaſe. 


To face the foe and rd the fair, 
To rencontre mon advexſaire. 
Affront, you ma'am! his ſoul I'll pierce! 
Contre de quatre, contre de tierce. 
For my valour is immenſe, 
'That is, when we meet to fence, 
Feinte, demi-circle un, deux, trois, | 
Here, dem'me, I pink him. Ha, ha, ha! 
To fight or dance, I'm always ready, 
Next, to the ball I hand the lady, e 
Firſt 1 glide the minuet. 1 
Then alons, | 
Rigadon. | 5 UE 04] 
Fas de cots * E101 
Trip chaſe. | 
ontre temps battu, pas de deux, 
2 ce, Jette, aſſembles. 0 
With ſoprano, | 
Forte piano, | 
Violincello, 
* boe mellow 
| elt the ſoul a, | 
een Sweet viola! Wd 
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Ws But I —_ find out where this en lives. Slip ] 


are diſobey'd. 
If that ſhou'd 
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Corho for bright Dian's cha o, | 
Then the noble contra baſſo, A 
Now I'm kind; and ndw I'm fierce; © /- 
Now I dance then---quarte and tierce, -. 


Happy, airy,” light and gay, —- 
| Liſe, I ling, 0s dance away. 


| 
4 


La? Enter Stur. 


( ſpeaks apart to 455 My mill iner's in Taviſtock. 


ſtreet, Enquire'! my angel was in a white muſ · 
lin cloak and green bonnet. 
Slip. Tl find her out, Sir, I warrant. [Exit. 
Roma. But Sir, dis packet may contain 1 


bills from your agent. 


Cau. Eh. Bills, true ! money certainly i is con- 
venient, (opens the packet, and takes out 'a eter] 
Sdeath ! here's a letter from the Czar; 1 wiſh 
had look'd over this before—Let's Roar what Pe- 
ter ſays, ( peruſes) « I ſhall be in London en 


the 3oth of May.“ a 


Roma. Dis very day, | 
Cou, How ! You ſcoundrel, why Gan- t you 
make, force me to read theſe letters before? 


Here he'll take me all unprepar'd. (unt over 


the letter) Oh, confuſion! This ſeems to con- 
tain a number of commands, I was to have ex- 
ecuted, and here I've done nothing.—As the 
Czar's friendſhip i is warm to diligence and genius, 
ſo his indignation is arcadtul, where his orders 


(4 loud knocking without). 


Roma. eee look I vill ſee— (Exit. 
Da 


* 
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uu. Who' s that ? ſpent, you raſcal, quick. 
Foot. Why, Sir, he ee like a geatleman, | 
but he— | Lax. 2 


Enter Roua bloss. | 


Con. Who i is it ? AY | 
Roma. Lor, Sir, don't put yourſelf in a do, 
he ſeems a plain ſort of a man, come in a hackney 
coach, ſays his name is Michaelhoff. 855 
Cou. Michaelhoff! I don't recolle& any | 
of the name—burn the fellow ! why did he come 
with ſuch a thunder at the door? Every knock 
now alarms me; ſome beggarly petitioner I ſup- 
poſe, if ſo, give him 4 guinea, and ſhove hint 
out of doors. [ Exit Roma. 
cou. 1 muſt try to recover my — (fakes 4 
guitar and dances) | 


Enter the Czar and RoxeaDaxowsrr. f 


Roma, But I tell you, he cannot ſpeak to 7 
one dat: 

Cou. Eh | what's all this? People date to in- 
trude. The Czar ! confuſion ! (Ade) os Ma- 
jeſty's moſt faithful kneels) 

Czar, My dear Couvanſki, I'm very ghd to 
ſee you. (Roma ſneaks off, the Czar offers bis Band 
to Convanſti, who riſes) But, pray forget my Ma- 
jeſty now To purſue the deſign which bronght 
me from Ruſſià with more freedom, I have left 
my ſovereignty behind, and have hitherto tra- 
vell'd, not as Peter Alexiowitz Czar of a 15 

ur 


1 9 
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but plain Mr. Michacthoff, a private geotleman i. in 
my own Ambaſſador's train. 
| Con. Sir, this honor is fo obexpoied | 
"RO  - Unexpected ! Didn't you receive. my 
f letters? ? | 
Cox. Oh, yes, Sir; but never yet read one 'of 
them. (aſide) 5 
Car. Well, the variety of commiſiiond thoſe 
me ſet you upon, my you full ampere 
e 
Cpu. None, but what was tranſcendantly re. 
paid by fulfilling./your Majeſty's commands, 
(+005) But what they Wonka choak me if . 
e), 
Czar. Oh, then you” ve done every thing, al is 
prepar'd for me? 
Cn. Yes, Sir, every thing. If 1 confels my 
| negligence I'm ruined. (fide) I 
Czar. In the houſe you've taken for me, 1 
don't mind ſize, or even convenience, if it's near 
the fituation I mention'd. | 
Con. Then, Sir, it is exactly. —He'd have 
it near Sc. James's I ſuppoſe. (aide) 
Czar. Has it a door of communication with 
the yard? 
Cui. Juſt in Clevcland-Row—looks into the, 
Stable- yard | 
2 Scable- yard! The words of the letter 
were, take a mal houſe near the Dock- yard at 
Deptford. Lou know, to acquire a compleat 
knowledge of the Britiſh method of Ship- build · 
1155 is my Prancapel Motive for coming to Eng · 
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Con. Was it faith, then that 8 the track [ muſt | 
follow. (aſide) 

Czar. Therefore Deptford was 

Cou. The firſt | mark in the world for your port 

Poſe. 
g Czar, Then the houſe —— * PA 

Cou. Oh, true, Sir—that houſe—but I Gbugdt | 
you aſk'd me about the houſe—that was—an- 
other I mean—In the town—for thinking your 
majeſty ſhould have one in Town too—1 ock 
do you like it? (looking pew | 

Czar. What? 4 * 

Cou. Ha, ha, ha! your Highneſs is this mo- 
ment in your own houſe and don't know it. 

Czar. How! | 

Cou. Why, this is your's, fitted up for your 
Majeſty's reception 
Czar. But, I thought my letter informed you, 

that the Engliſh Court had complimented me 
with apartments in Somerſet houſe. 

Cou. Oh, true, Sir —that to be ſure, Somerſet- 
houſe is a very fine building, and as your paſſion 
is ſhips and ſuch things, there you'll from your 
back window, have a delicate view of the charm- 

ing Oars, Sculs, and Coal lighters. —Certainly 
'twas pretty of the King to lend—but my regard 

for your digniry—would not ſuffer me—I wilh'd 
you to be as little obliged as poſſible from the 

prince to the ar nothing's like a man 5 
own roof. | f 

Czar. And pray, did you ? 

Cou. I did, my Lord. 

Czar. What! 1 | 

Cou. Sir, that—the—every thing your Ma- 
jeſty wiſh'd to have done or undone,—l ſhall ne- 
ver hold out in anſwers. (afide) | 

VOL, III. R + Czar 
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8 The letter I inclos'd, how did Commo- 
"Tore Swivel receive you? 
Con. (afide) Now, who the devil's he Sir, 
he receivd me like a man of honor, as he is. 
Czar. I ſuppoſe then, as I deſited, he took 
you the round of Woolwich, Portſmouth, 'Ply- 
mouth and Chatham. Come, give me a full 
and clear account of thoſe; places, the ſtate of the 
Britiſh Navy. . 
Con. Lord, I know no more about a Navy— 
(Ae) 
| Czar. I had hopes of the Commodore intro- 
ducing me to the ſeveral Dock-yards, but the 


1 ſay, he's now NR in the Chan- 
nel. 
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Con. Is he? — Then I may venture a ſtretch 
here. (aſide). ö 

Czar. But, as he eſcorted you, you can in- 
form me of all ] wiſh to know. 

Cou. Certainly, Sir; the Commodore is a good. 
natur' d fellow, be wou'd have brought me every 
where; but I found this Leader of Fleets, com- 
manded by two old Women and an Apothecary 
from head to great toe ſwathed in flannel— 
the Gout. 
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Enter FOOTMAN. 


Feet. Sir, Commodore Swivel, [Ext 
Cou. Eh ! What ſhall I do now? | 
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Enter CommMoDoRE SWIVEL. 


Czar, My dear Commodore, I rejoice to ſee 
you out of the hands of the twoold women. Ha: 


Com. Old women, your Highneſs! pe 
| ou, 


— — — — 
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Con. I muſt brazen it out. (Ala) Ha! my old 
Triton! happy am I to ſee you again abroad and 
well. (/hakes Commodore by the band) 1 yope I 
havn't hurt your poor dear Fingers. 

Czar, Well, you've heen fighting the Spaniards: 

Com. Demoliſh'd only ſeventeen Galleons, ha, 
ha, ha! ſo civil of the Dons to fail all the way 
to Peru only to bring Dollars for 'our Jacks to 
knock about the ſtreets of London. 


AIR.—CommoDoRE 3 


Royal orders given for ſailing, | ; 

Sailors ne'er in duty failing, 28H 

Round St. Helens boldly bearing, 

Albion's coaſt proud Spaniard daring, 

Politely pops a ſmart ſalute. 

He ſuſpects our wiſh to flog him, 

Crouds his rags, in wake we dog him; 

With his ſtern chace guns he galls us, 

Raking fore and aft he mauls us: | 
Rolling billows bring us cloſe, 
Of my iron pills a doſe . - | 
Rapt in ſmoak, I ſend him 4 
To mend him, | 

Thus a moment ſtrike him mute. 

Now the Throat of battle roariug ! 

Show'rs of Bullets pelting, pouring 

Captain's Sword in hand — any ag 

To the knees in Carnage ſtandin | 
Life for life, the fierce iſpute. 


Cannon loud gainſt Cannon ranting ; 

At his gun, poor 25 ſee panting; 

As to lip he lifts the Toddy, 

Off flies "vt and down drops body : 

Seas of drink are thine, poor Jack ! 

Main-maſts fall, knocks coming harder, 

Fillips prove to Britiſh ardor. . 

Boom and Bowſprit ſnap like ſapling, 

She'd ſheer off, all 2 for grappling; Sh. 


Now 
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Now the Crew with one accord, 1 *'| 
Piſtol, Cutlaſs, ſpring on board; 
Firing! fnkibing ! | 
; 44 Cutting * ! daſhing WY 
Miſericorde! ah! round the Clack ! ! 
She's a log upon the water, 3 
Pity ſtays the ſword of ſlaughter ; 3 
When the foe ſhall fall beneath it, | 
Britaſh mercy then can ſheath it: e 
Ge led to the attack. 23177 


- : 1 Lis 0028. 1 1 ' Ry —_ = = 
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Czar. My dear Commodore, I'm all i ;mpaticuct 
fo ſee your whole proceſs of Ship-building. 

Com, Hoiſt your flag, I obey ſignal. 

Czar, Count, you immediately repair to Chat- 
ham 
Con. To Chatham! with the * pleaſure, 
Sir,—S'death I ſhall miſs the girl. (de) 

Com. Get under weigh, I'll give you a line of 

introduction. 

Cou. I thank you my dear Admiral, L wiſh to 
my foul you were on a Dolphin's back. (Side) 

Czar. And in the way, call at the houſe you've 
taken for me at Deptford. 

Cou. Yes, Sir.— The Devil a houſe I've taken 
for you. — Poſt off for Chatham, and my foul 
with the pretty girl in Taviſtock-ſtreet ! (Ade) 
1 ſhall order my horſes, and go directly; 1 
wou'dn't neglect the ſmalleſt iota of your Majeſ- 
ty's affairs. Your Highnefſes moſt obedient 
flave. [ Exit. 

Com. Ha, ha, ha! Can this be the young 
Count your Highneſs thought to turn into a ſai- 
lor or a ſoldier. © 

Czar. I fear Pve miſtook his diſpoſition, or 
he muſt have gone to the wrong ſchools for im- 

provement. Inſtead of the ingenious gallant 
young ſoldier | expected, I find a toying _ 
a 
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ficant ſhuffler. He's the only ſon of Gallitzin, 
the worthy preceptor of my early youth, and but 


vetely puniſh this young man, for the miſappli- 


cations I wrote to you about ? 
Com. Hav*nt you brought your engineer Co- 
lonel Lefort with you, Sir ? 

Czar, No. I rais'd him from my foot to my 
heart; he grew arrogant and ungrateful, an in- 
ſult he gave me his life ſhall anſwer for. 


moſt excellent engineer. 

Cqar. And in what ſituation is he? _ 

Com. Little better than ſta rving at Deptford. 
Czar. Every reward ſhall await him, if his me- 
rit anſwers your recommendation, ſend him to me. 
Com. You ſhall fee his works, and if you ap- 
prove, of them you ſhall ſee himſelf. 

Czar. With ſuch a man in my ſervice, I may 
purſue my vengeance on Lefort—That divides 
my foul with the defire to find my divine. Otto- 
kela, and the future glory of my Empire. For, 
(cou'd you think it, my friend?) the inflex- 
ible Peter, Arbiter of the rough north is the 
ſlave of a woman; inſpired with the maritime 
genius of theſe iſlanders, a ſpark from a radiant 
eve lights in my heart the flame of glory. 


AIR.—CzaR. 


The night comes on without a ſtar ; - 
Hoarſe murmurs from the main afar 
A warn 


THE CAR PETER. © 93 


tor the grateful affeQion I owe the father, I'd ſe- 


cation he ſeems to have made of his time here in 
England. —But the plans of the ſeveral forti- - 


Com. If 1 can but laſh their hearts together 
agiin. (ade) I know a young man of . a 


2 * ”Y —_ N =yY 


134 THE CZAR PETER. 


| A warning ſend: | 
And as her threats increaſe, _ ! 
In humble ſuit for peace, bf Ls; 
To kiſs the angry Wave, behold the lofry main-maſt 
nd; 
A ſtorm ! the roaring winds proclaim, 
The Herald's voice in thunder drown'd; 
The torrents pour, and ſheets of flame 
O'er ſpread the dreadful proſpect round! 
The Ship 1 ſcorns command, | FL 
. And quaffs whole ſeas of brine; -—- Wy 
8 The tiller flies the Coxſwain's hand, 
In one univerſal wreck the elements combine, 
Be ſkies of ſeas, and ſeas of ſkies afraid, 
The galant Tar alone ſtands undiſmay'd ; 
Wt, Nor beats his heart amidſt the general roar, 
But for the lovely maid he left on ſhore, " 


[ Ext, 


| 


SCENE ' IV. 
. A rural view befor e LerorT's houſe. 


Enter Pale and ELLEN over a Ayle. 


Fi Phil. Yes, Nelly, there's our, houſe—we ſhall 
4 live in a cottage on love, if my miſtreſs will hire 
Ji you But Nelly, you muſtn't get leering at any” 
2. of our country lads here, nor any of the London 
| ſparks, that come out a fowling and hunting. 
Ellen. A preuy girl, like me, is ſportiman's 
true game, my gay whipper-in— 
Phil. No, in that caſe, I'll be a gay whipper- 
out, my dear doe. 
Lien. Ha, ha, ha! 


Alk. 


The lowin 
The L I 


eet Rin 


The Cordial 


O'er fields 


Alike the ſp 


herds forſake the bawn, 
ſprings from the Corn. 


Dogs, Hunters round the window throng, 


wood leads the cry 


Ariſe! the þurthen of their ſong, 
This day a Deer muſt die. | + 

With a Hey, ho, chivy! 

Hark forward tantivy ! , 


takes it's merry round, 


The laugh and joke prevail; 
The Huntſman blows a jovial ſound, 
The Dogs ſnuff up the Gale. þ : 
The upland-winds th M 


ey ſweep along, 
„ thro' brakes they fly; 


The Game is rous'd, too true the Song. 
This day a Deer muſt die. 
With a hey, ho, chivy! 
Hark forward tantivy ! 


Poor ſtag ! the dogs, thy haunches gore, 
The tears run down thy face, 

The hunter's pleaſure is no more, 
His joys were in the chace. 


ortſmen of the town, 


The virgin game in view, 


Are full content to run us down, | 


Then w 


e in turn purſue. 


With our hey, ho, chivy! ' 
Hark forward, tantivy ! 


Enter Orrokxsa, with a band. box. * 


Otto. How danger and fatigue endear our home ! 
Had the tide ferv'd, to have returned by water 


* Leſt by miſtake it 
the Author's genuine c 


ſhou'd be imagined, that other than, 
ompoſitions make any part of this col- 


lection, it is neceſſary here to obſerve, that the firſt Stanza's 
of this Song is introduced in other Pieces by the Performers 


with the words Old Towler” ſubſtituted in place of the 


original “ Fleet Ringwood” 


tho* 
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AIR* EIL zw. 


Bold Chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 
And ſpangles deck the thorn; 


, 
* 
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tho” I ſhou'dn't have been tired walking, cou'd I 
have come the direct path; but I was obliged to 
make the way three times as long, to elude the 
man that I perceiv'd following me l'm ſure he 
was fer on by the gentleman I ſaw at the milliners. 
Phil. Miſs, I've brought you home a new maid. 
Ellen, And pleaſe you, Miſs, hearing by Philip 
Phil. Yes, I told her all that—if this Ellen's in 
the houſe with me, I ſha'n't go bling, as we're. 
about entering into the ſtate of matrimony. 
.Oto. Ob, then, this is the young woman you 
mentioned, well, Philip, if your Ellen's company 
can make you happier, in the name of love, I 
have no objection. [ Exit into the houſe, 


SLIP appears at the fide. 


Slip. Then its here ſhe lives, (looking after Olto. 
ke/a) ſhe has led me a rare chace, ' + | 
Ellen. Lord, how that gentleman looks at me, 
(She whiſpers Philip, and points to Slip, Philip looks 
at, then firuts up to bim, takes Ellen by the hand, and 
ay diſplays ber to Slip.) 
= Phil. Then you think ſhe is? I'm of the ſame 
1 opinion. | | | | 
= (Ellen makes a formal curiſy, and laughs, Philip 
2 tows and laughs, then leads Ellen into the houſe, , 
4 Slip. (Looking out) Can that be my maſter! 
4 on horſeback ! now, except he has had a glimpſe 
1 of her too, what can have brought him out here 
15 on the Greenwich road? He ſees me, and diſ- 
115 mounts. 
Co. (Without) Walk the horſes gently, 


Enter Count Couvanskl. 


17 So, Sir, I order you to go to Taviſtock ſtreet, 
fi and here I find you almoſt at Blackheath —What 
4 d you mean by this conduct ? 


7 


* — 
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vs There. ts to the bouſe) 
Go The x. (poi 4 low man oof 
Slip. In that 1 ber home too. 1 
Co. But are you ſure it's ſhe I Tpoke to at the 


Slip, She's in the + 3 you may have a 2 
of her over the hedge. | _ [They Fetire. 


Enter Cot. Lxrok r, from the boufe, (hol, vad 


Col. L. My fiſter- ſhall go no more to town W 
herſelf that gentleman's purpoſe in ſpeaking to 
her, muſt have been moſt diſhonorable. Philip 
(calls at the door.) | 

Phil. (Within) Coming, | ENG 

Col. L. Should the Commodore's efforts to re- 
concile the Czar and me, prove unſucceſsful, Imuſt 
fall in the attempt—therefore 'I'll make up what 
money I can of my drawings, and get from this 
houſe as ſoon as poſible—Cruel fortune | The 
e that now purſues my life, was once my 
rien d | 


AIR.—Cor. LEFORT, 


Ah, what anguiſh rends the mind, 
If the torch of friendſhip dies 
When we prove a friend unkind, 
Cruel doubts and fears ariſe. . 
Fears, ourſelves have heen to blame, 
Doubt *twas but a fancied flame. | 


| Take me, regions wild and drear, 
From a faithleſs world I go; 
Where no ſound ſhall meet my ear, 
But the Elk that pads the ſnow: ( -+ | 
While we ſhare the beating ſtorm, £ 
His poor breath may keep me warm. 


vol. 111. 8 Enter 


thoſe to the print-leller” s in Fleet-ſtreet, 


| that on my fiſter—] don't think I can be ealily 


ood II ſee if the view of the Deptford Dock 


port folio,) Lord! How handſome! Ha, ha, hal 


den, and may ſweet Ellen's honey fuckle arbour— 


rin e rereR, 


Zak Pa HILI Py with a nal br, 


bil. Here am h Sm. 94 
Col. I. Well, you know you're to go. with 


7 


Pbi. And whatever he gives me fox chem 

Col. L. You're to take. 

Phi. Mayn't 1 take any more? On well, I 
won't take Teſs." Yonder, Sir, is the fine gentle- 
man's horſes I told you of. (points aut) 

Col. L. There may be ſome other delign beſides 


recogniz'd—Pl venture to reconnoitre a little. 
| Ext. 

Phil. (Calls after Col. Lofer Oh, Sir, Sir, met 
Commodore Swivel on the road; he aſk'd after 


ard is here, I love to look at it. * the 
Fort-F oy and turns over the drawings) 


No Couvansx: and INJ bebind. | 


Cou. Ves, tis the very cherubim. (fide) 
Slip. That fellow belongs to her. (apart) 
Cou, He may give me ſome information.. 
Phil. Aye, here it is! (takes a drawing from the 
Iii be hang'd, had I money, if I wou'dn't I'd 
buy it moſelf, if only for Juſtice Applejack's gar- 


Ha, ha, ha! (rollt it up) 
(Couvanſei and Slip advance.) 
Cou. Servant, Sir, 
Phi. How do you do, Sir? 
9/:p, Molt obedienr, Sir. 
| - Phil. 
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at Slip) Ha, ha, ba! 
Cou. Good drawin 
Phi. Perhaps this chap would buy them, and 


ſave me the tramp to town — ſeems an aſs | in gol 88 


perity. (aſide) 
Cou. Drawn by you? 
Phi. I may as well take the crete of 1" = 


Ha, ha, ha! And do you . think them la 


very beautiful. = 
Cou. Clever! very clever! | 
Phi. Oh, Sir, you flatter my poor abilities. 
Con. Then twas you drew them? |  _ 
Phi. Yes, Sir, 
Slip. She mention'd at the milliners, a brother 
of her's that draws very well. (apart to Cuu vanſti) 


Cou. Then this muſt be he, between them little 


likeneſs in perſon or manners. (aide) What have 


you got there? (points to the drawing Philip has 
in his hand.) 


Phil. He ſhan't have this—( afide) Oh; Sir, 


it's only a ſcribbled; dawbꝰ d * 

Con. Letꝰ't ſee. | 

Phil. *Tis not worth your ſeeing. (Slip fud- 
denly ſnatebes it out of Philip's hand, and gives it to 
Couvanſhi.). 

Cou. ( Looking at it) That a clod ſhould be ſuch 
a proficient in is elegant art. (afide) 


Slip. Ways Sir, that's the Dock Yard here a „ 


Deptford. 
Cou. It i Funn a thought, (de) 2 
plan of our naval magazine! This villain's a ſpy. 
Phil. Who me ? 
(Couvanſti whiſpers Slip, wha goes off.) 


Cou. You're employ'd by the enemies of your coun- 


try, to give them intelligence of it's naval ſtrength. 
5 2 Phil, 


9. 
Pha. Ab! are you there again, Nelly? (inks | 
g3—{ looks into the portfolio. | 


- -— - wane Y 3 HY LAT AUR F 
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Phi. Oh, died my Lord! Tuasn't ! did chem 
I was only Jjoking—Ha, ha, ha! Toney Fa 
ſo merry, I'm always Jing. Ha, a, ha! 


Euer Stur, BarLLyBOvon, and beer 


Con. Take him before the next juſtice. 55 
| Phil. Oh, lord, that's Juſtice Applejack, he'll 


bang me for ſpite that I've got his aiece. c. Nas 


and terrified) 14. 
Con. Confeſs: Are you 1 not 2057? | 
Phi. Not J. 


Cou. Didn't you go into the Doc ben v Tard, nd | 
hide with ſiniſter intentions. | 
Phil. I never hide the Miniſter's incentions 

Con. Own you've been a ſpy there. 

Phi, ] confeſs I did take a great er in oy 


1 ing. 

15 Cou. What? Speak l | 

i= Phil. The fine wooden Ladies at the heads of 
* the ſhips. | 


_ Cou. For which you'll certainly be hang'd. | 
* Phil. Indeed the cunning old woman yeſterday 


4. in the Dock Yard, bid me take care _ wy robe, 
1 when I tumbled over a cable. 
bat” Con. Take him along. 
a Phi. Help! Murder! Nelly! Ellen 1 (th 2 
men force him off. 


Cou. Here, Slip! Give theſe twenty guineas to 
the Juſtice, and tell him it's only a frolic of 2 
man of quality, to frighten this ſimpleton. (gives 

money to Slip) N o. for my charming girl. 


[ Exit into the bonſe. 
Slip. Theſe teknty guineas ſhall be 7 ſhare of 
the frolic. [ Exit. 


"Enter 


* | | | 


Enter Cor. LErox r, at the fide. 


Col. L. What tumult is this? Is that Philip 
they're taking yonder? What can the poor fellow 
have done to deſerve—Bur ſt may be a trap ag] 
for me No matter for my own ſaſety; as m 
vant, he's under my Penn, agg * 


be uſed ill 11 n Wh 3: 27 W TM i 
SCENE V. 
0 of Cor. Lzzonr” s. 


Ener Orrokksa. 


Otto. Wow I'm ſafe, and nder our on 08 
could almoſt laugh at myfelf for the fright that 
inſolent man put me into, and yet his maſter 
ſeem' d a gentleman—cruel to invade the ſolitude 


of our poor retreat, where hope of content makes 
our ſum of happineſs. 


* 


AIR. —OTTOKESA: 


Oh, come ſweet gentle peace of mind, 
That ever flies the buzzing throng, ' 
In calm ſequeſter'd ſcenes III find, 
And hear thee 1 in the linnet's ſong ; 
Thou canſt enjoy the walk at eve, 
On river's banks thou loveſt to rove, 
Wit, wine, and courts, ah, wilt thou leave, 
To meet poor me in yonder grove ? 


Without thee, {þring looks blithe in vain, | 
In vain gay ſummer clothes the year, V 
Or autumn waves her golden grain, 
or blazing hearth's cold winter chear ; 


With 
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With thee the por h haye endleſs wealth, 
Thou canſt the ſlaves hard chains unbind, 1 
With thee the fick can fancy health, 1 
Oh, come ſweet gentle peace of mind; * | 


Enter Ein haſtily, and frightened. 


Ellen. Oh, ma am! 

Otto. What s the matter? 

Ellen. Do you really think they cat hang him 
for it ? 

Otto. Who? heavens ! brother! if he 1 is ai. 
covered, I tremble for his life. (ade and agitated) 

Ellen. If this face of mine ſhould be the cauſe 


1 


of a man's death, Fl never forgive myſelf—the 
two wicked wreethly feized my poor lad, all along 


from jealouſy of me; and if here isn't the other 
come in after me. Oh, don't tell him. Nei 


Otto. The ſame that ſpoke to me at the wil 
liner” 8. | 


Enter CounT Couvanski. 


1 


Cou. Here ſhe is and alone—Couvanſki you te a 
happy fellow ! 

O:to. My wretched brother! 

Cou. This throws her into my arms. (aſide) 
My charming girl! I ſaw the officers take your 
brother away; but tho' by the law of nations his 
life 3s forfeit, yet I ſtake my ſoul, that thro' my in- 
tereſt with certain perſons in power, I procure his 
pardon, if you conſent, hs angel, to—make me 
happy. 

Olio. Ah, Lefort ! now does your poor Otto- 
keſa feel ſhe has loſt your protection. (ide) Sir, 


| 1 thank you for your very generous Concern, and 


entertain 


% 


4 1 * : 


entertain a due ſenſe of your very honourable mo- 
tives, but wou'dn't have you waſte your. intereſt in 
a hopeleſs cauſe, for be aſſured, this unhappy pri- 
ſoner, deſtitute as he is of friends and comfort, 
would ſcorn even life, if purchaſed with infamy. 


TRIO. 


Oe. Ab! how diftref'd !'go, I defire i- 
Cu. Par votre mepris! you do me wrong my dear, 


Enter CommopoRs SWIVEL. 


Com. My pretty pink, what cheer! 
Hey! what's here a pirate? 


Otto. Tears flow and bring relief, F 
Con. Such beauty in her grief. 38 
Com. P11 ſet you ſoon afloat. (75 Otta.) 


Sheer off young jolly boat. (77 Can.) 
Con. Gad if you tell the Czar, (Te Com.) + 
*Pon life, I'm ſure undone, | 
A twinkle from this ſtar, 
Pm in a twinkle gone. 
Otto, Let fortune never ſhew, 
Her open hand to me, 
When gifts ſhe can beſtow, 
Upon a wretch like thee. 
Com, If at this ſwan you riſe, 
My dainty fiſh, you're out, | 
Go, bite at gilded flies, 09 83 
My little ſalmon trout. | 
O!t9, Ah, how diftreſ#d! &c.. 


a 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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SCENE I. 


23 Riv i in Cor. Leroxr' 8 Houſe. 
(A trunk open—women's cloaths, laying « on a jet" ) 
Enter OrToxzsa, agitated. 


OrTo. (looking at the chaths) 


Ar; kites my poor Brother was preparing for. 
our flight juſt as he was apprehended.—To. go to 
him, without the hopes of his releaſe, the light of 
me muſt only add to AERO | 


Enter ELI Ew. | 


Ellen. Oh, ma' 12am, ma' am, he has got out of 


their clutches. 


Ctto, Where & he? 
Ellen. 
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0077-5 Yonder, Ma'am, he comes cxperingand | 
halloing along the road. 
0:10. His misfortunes muſt have had an ed 
upon his mind. a 
Ellen. Here he is, Ma' am. 


Enter a 


Phi. Oh! how happy I be! | 

Ellen. My deareſt ! (Ellen and Philip enbrace); 

Otto, Where's your Maſter ? |  - 

Phi. They have him faſt enough—Yet it 
griev'd me to leave my poor Matter in the 
ſcrape, being, he was fo nee to take all the 
harm upon himfelf, 

Otto. Why Ellen, didn” t you fo * brother 
was releaſed? © ; 

Ellen. Philip, tell Miſs how it was. 

Phi. Then, Ma'am as I was going— 

Oo. You ! I meant your maſter Their igno- 
rant miſtakes but increaſe my perplexity lf in- 
tereſt could be made with the Czar, by Mr. Den- 
elles account, nobody now ſtands ſo high in his 
favor as a Count Couvanſki. I never ſaw this gen- 
tleman, but he has the character, tho? volatile of 
having a humane heart, I'll inſtantly apply to him. 
Oh! for an Angels interceſſion to move the Czar 
to clemency | [Ellen and Philip retire. 
What viciſſitudes of fortune chequer the life of 
my poor brother! Yet why repine? We may 
yet be happy, and the gloom of Winter prepares 
us for the genial Spring. e 


AIR. —OrroxksA. 


Without viciſſtudes, that give 
To ev'ry ſenſe it's taſte refin'd, 
»Tis but to languiſh, not to live 


On beds of roſes tho? reclin'd. 
VOL. 111. T See 


| 
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| See the flocks bound the new born Spring to meet 

Hark! how the Birds her infant beauties greet, _ 

In this, the joy her bloſſoms bring LSE REM 
Sweet Summer's promiſ d by the Spring. 

Bright hours we've known tho' now forlorn F N 
Then why kind providence upbraidꝰ 

At beſt life's but an wy ang morn N 
Poſſeſs' d in turns by light and ſhade. \ _ "= 4 

| F een t, 


. 


PRHILI advances. 


Phj. Maſter not at home all the trunks open 
no other ſervants would take advantage of this 
and ranſack and rummage (tales out of a chef 
a regimental coat) how grand! they that ſeem ſo 
poor too, to have theſe, and walk about in a drab 


17 coat and thread ſtockings; Nelly deſpiſes me, 
= ſince that booted beau made love to her but in 
= fine feathers, ha! ha! ba! If ſhe was to ſee me 


in this coat, I ſuſpect her ſong would be, Philip, 
my boy, you're as fine a bird, as any other Mac- 
caw, he! he! he! The houſe all to ourſelves, 


I will—yes, I will- ; 
pas [ Takes the Claaths and Exit. 


8 


Enter ELLEN. 1 or Ik 


Ellen. So miſtreſs is gone for Town again—lord 
how ſhe has thrown all the cloths about ; can this 
be a cap? (takes an elegant head-dreſs) Aunt 
and Uncle wou'd never let me go to Town to view 
the ladies go to Court, or I ſhoud'nt be ſo ſur- 

priz'd at every new finery I ſee— feathers ! beau- 
tifu! ! then ladies make their heads grand with 
what was once the tail of a great bird (pu 

Ok 368 


* 


a, 


2 e 
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an) He, be, he! Now woud' wt Philip think me 
ſome ſtrange fowl or other; dear, what's this ? 
A fine beau Banian'! Ha, ha, ba! (puts it on) 
I wiſh I had a ſwaſh (Lott in the gisfs) Can 
that be me? How do theſe fine ladies Let me 
practice gentility I ſtep back; muſt take care 
not to tread an my thin g. em- derry, or down 


come - Precious! If that gay. n was 


but to ſee me ROW; 


N AR- Eliten. | 


Fine ladies are accounted fair 
Becauſe trick'd out in ſatins, 
I've. trick and fancy whim and air 
Altho' Itrot in pattens ; 
I ſneer and giggle, ſtammer, glide, 
Coquet with dear flirtation 
And want of breeding I can hide 
With pretty affectation 
1 Pl look ſo 2 
ey wing ing, wag a taſſe 
Ho! ninky heart throb- o 
Bounce ! 
Flounce ! 


2 pr 


up, W It, 
bills php; 554 
5 — „ 2 | 
Rattoo, tattle, n 5 ſtairs trip it, 
Room there, fox uy. ny Helen, 3 
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M teeth are white, m eyes are bright, ein 
6 TOTS TL TEE. $18! 
My hands are neat, and very ſtrait, q res Ex 


i 1 My leg u . 


With teeth and eyes, to charm, ſurprize, 


' T1 ogle and tee-hee it, . RW 
But, for my leg; tho' King's ſhou'd begs: 1 
wo hang me if they ſee it. 
, | | . State-chair Tu look ſo well i in, OY 
I'm nature's work, nor wool, nor work, 9 
Nor alabaſter baby, | 4 


Until I wed, PII be a maid, | 
That ſoon a wife, 1 may be; \ i 
For this here lace, I think my face, 4 
La ! looks ſo monſtrous well in. 
In feathers fine, I'm quite divine, 
Poor Nelly's now a Helen. 
* PU look fo well in; Ke. 


A 


Enter BALLYBOvGH. +; 


Bal. I am not certain that this is the houſe; 
but I think I'd take my oath of it.—Oh, pray 
ma'am, wasn't it from here a young man was 
ſent to Jail about 

Ellen. About a young woman | 

Bal. By my word you've hit itu—That maſter 


Has a months mind to—— 


Ellen. Oh, that had him dragged away, aud 
then run in after the young woman ? . | 

Bal. Arrah! faith | you know all about It 
She's a very pretty girl. 

_ Ellen. He, he, he! Oh, Sir, you flatter me. 

Bal. I flatter you then for what? Now, then, 
ſure you can't be the very creature?—Well, lit- 
tle Ballybough, you're not a lucky fellow ; and 
I hay'nt a dawny bit of a letter for you here? 
and that's not it? | 

Ellen 


1 


/ 
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Ella. Lord, what do you want, man? 
Bal. Hold your tongue, 300 read itt. 
(gives a letter. 
Ellen. Oh! vpon my honour—lord, its? very 
retty. | 
: 7 it round, hat- at the ſeal, nd Puts it in } 
ber pocket) Mr 
Bal. But you'll fend an anſwer a ducts 
Ellen. Anſwer | Give my compliments to the 
gentleman, and tell him, I'm very mach oblig'd” 
to him. | 
Bal. Well, faith, that's civil enough, and de- 
cent, and pretty; but, we ſilly people in Ireland, 
when we receive a letter, have a fooliſh cuſtom 
of reading it, and writing a written anſwer. 
Ellen. Oh, lord! what ſhall I do? I can't 
read written hand; if 1 had Nib, my uncles 
clerk here. (aſide) Do you know what's written 
in it? 


Bal. Faith, and how ſhou d 1 except the paper 0 


was glaſs. 


Ellen. (tems to read) Dear Nelly, this comes 
to let you know, that all here are in good health 
as I am at preſent, thanks be to heaven.“ 

Bal. Maſter's grown very devout. (ad.) 

Ellen. No more, as the poſt is going out.“ 

Bal. I never knowed before as I was a poſt. 

22 

Ellen. 1 am your humble ſervant ' till death.“ 

Bal. Why, Miſs, you've the letter up-lide | 
down ; he, he, he! 

Ellen. O lord I wiſh your maſter had taught 
you better manners, you bumpkin 1 Talk to 
me of up- ſide down ! But it's the way of theſe. 
low folks, that can neither read nor write them- 

ſelves, 


— — 
= 
: 


© 
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ſelves, to envy and een prog who bave 1 
little learning. 
Bal. Ves but Miſs, I can read, "write and 


cypher. 
Ellen. I'm m glad of it, I may get to hear 
What's in it. (ade) You read! I believe no 


ſuch thing. Now, there's your maſter's letter; 
that was an old one of my own ; now, I'll, ay 


any wager you can't read even that, —1 long to 
| know what's in it. (aſde) Come, lets hear, your 
fine reading ? 

Bal. I can't read! Oh, I'll ſhew you that. 
(reads) Divine Angel, remember nothing of 
me but my love, tho” it gave birth to every Wrong 
you think I may have done you.” 

Ellen. Oh, that's in - we, by drag- 
. ging Philip away. (ade) 

Baul. (reads) “ For pity's fake come to me, and 

be the adored wife of the faithful Couvanſki. T“ 
Ellen. Wife! Oh, joy! My fortune's made !— 

But I ſhould give myſelf fp airs. (ade) He 
might have ſent his coach for me, however deſire 
the Greenwich ſtage to ſtop at the corner of the 
lane, while I hurry on = things at the toilet. 
| [Exit Ballybough. 

Ha, has ba! who could have thought that ſuch 
' poor girl as I—bur if he was to lee me in theſe. 
cloaths—I'd clinch my conquelt. Shou'd I take. 
them ? Miſtreſs 1 think won't be angry if it 
helps me to better myſelf. 

Mrs. A. (wit houi) Nib, I think we're right. 

Ellen. It here is' at my aunt Applejack, as 
ſhe turn'd me out, I'll mortify her a little. | 


Enter 
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Enter Mas. AePLEJAck. 


Mrs. A. 1s9't one Ellen in this houſe ? (Ales 
advances, and with much mack folemnity makes her 
a low curtſy) ©. 1 
Moſt obedient, Madam. (wakes a formal curth) 

Ellen. Ma am, He, he, he! Ha, bas ha ! Ho, | 
ho, ho ! | 

Mr. A. Why, are you my huſband's niece, 
Nelly 

Els. (with affected baughtineſs) Oh, I proteſt, 
at firſt I took you for the china woman. How 

do you do, Mrs. Applejack ? 

Mrs. A. Then how do you do, Miſs Ellen, for 
by your fine cloaths, I ſuppoſe in calling you Miis 
I gave you your new ticle.—China woman! pert 
buffey ! 

Ellen, Pray don't be difcomfricated-—d intend- 
ed ſome evening, when undiſengaged to have 
dropt in and drank a diſh > tea wich you: Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Mrs, A. China woman. 


Enter APPLEJACK and Ns. 


Apple. mW you ſcen the girl ? 
Ellen. The Juſtice here too! my very kind 
relations, you turn'd me out of your houſe—lr's. 


no my turn, but politeneſs forbids me to re- 
turn the Comme. | 


Enter BaLLYBouGHn. 
| ; | | 


Bal. Ma'am the coach is waiting. ' 
Ellen. 
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Ellen. Oh, my coach is waiting, very! well 

; adieu, bon ſoir, ſans ceremonie. 
Apple. But ſtop. NN 

Ellen. (returning) My gear friends Ir now wore 

fe: in another nn and this interview is we 1980 


AIR —Euuen. ; . \ OS. bs 8 


| When I wis Lifdde 1 Rada tale, Fo | PIN 
To junk it.among my play-mates z 
My height of joy was to make a feaſt . | 
On Sunday, for all my gay mates; 
T kept the ſweeteſt for the laſt bit 
When (weet Id 2 ind to treat em, 
And, ſince, my heatt goes pit - a- pat · pit, 
When I think 3 timatum. 
The words of faſhion, whilſt on the wing, 
By novelty if we rate em, 
Of bore, and twoodle, and monſtrous, chng 
The thing is an ultimatum; 63-8 $4637 þ 


| When grown a woman at dear nineteen, 
A lad wich ogles ſurvey'd me, Bi RL 
5 He ſwore he'd make me his little queen 
8 And compliments fine he paid me. 
Here, take my ultimatum ſays he, 
Then kiſs'd me, la how 1 hate 155 ; 
Says I, a fig for you my jovee, i 
If chat is your ultimatum. 1 
The words of faſhion, &c. . 


Tho” at t my toilet whole pic I _ 7 f 
My cap to ſet captiva l 
So ſits. my lover before his glas, 1 
On e of cravat debating ; : | 
Whether we languiſh ſimper or grin, 
For charms our fond looks create em * 
Tho” love's the game we play at to wan, 
Yet money's the ultimatum. _ 
This line of latin put in your book, 60 Apple.) 
Viduum ſapientia patum, 
Here Madam throw a diſcerning look, 
This curtfey's my ultimatum. 


[ Exeunt Ellen and B eds 
Apple. 


— OAT 9-417 enn | 
Nib. Your ci. o nee Ne n 
Rib. 21 PT $0 ala . bee. Lad 4s 71 | 
| Mrs. J. Well. 9210 N 


Apple. That wasn vt t my niece, my 1 A 


7. 4. You'd bettet ſay I'm not your. wiſe, 
my dear. 

Apple. Doeſn' t the proclamation for appr» 
hending this Colonel. Lefort ſay, that be went 
in diſguiſe, and had ſecreted himſelf re 
here about Deptford ? 

Mrs. A. You have hit it. 

Apple. The fellow that took Ellen "SY our 
garden this morning, muſt have been the Colo- 
nel, or he could never have dreſs'd her out fo. 

Mrs. A. The hundred pounds reward is as good 


as in your own No. if you e hat 2 little 


courage. 

Apple. 1 3 little courage. 

Mrs. A. Then put it forward, and ſearch the 
houſe for him. Lud, buſband 1 here he comes, 
he has thrown off his diſguiſe.and appears now 
as himſelf in his embroider'd regimentals, | 


Enter PaiLie areſi d in the chaths be took out dud 


x im. 


Pbil. Now, Madam enn are 
another ſort of being from Little Philip, Hem 
Tol, lol, lol. (ugs, marches and ſtruts) To the 
right about. (ſuddenly eurning, treads on Apple- 
jacks foot) | 

4k bend, . that was to the wrong about. 

Mrs, A. My dear now be reſolute, and take 
him at once. ( 

Apple. True, but theſe military men are not ſo 
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_ eaſily taken—He- may gies me 2 curſed Iqriveze 

in the throttle r 93% 
Mrs. A. Right, my N prac fg ſeuMe/with 

him, as . ve one of e boſt miley itt 
on. 

Pbil. Mt. wach Mrs. Appleſack, Ob l 10 . 
Nelly _ 1*¹ come the peat un yep! . 85 


1 TY * 


(of) | pong 
Apple. Thad Me. Lefort, a Colonel W 71% 
Phil. I am the Pha bete 

buſineſs ? | 

Apple. Something ſerious.” D . 0G 
Phil; Oh; your ran has mutfarions. ads 

Apple. What? 1 ok J 

Phil. Ay i a 
Apple. Eh? TREE Wie LN Wl} 

» Phill. Whatdo you wage; 1 1 ˙ꝗ U 

Apple. I've on A owe compliments to Wo 
from Peter. 

Phil. Peter Wilkins ? i ee 0 

Mrs A. The King! 5 meſſenger has a word wit 

o. i 

5 Phil. Who? e 

Apple. A gentleman with. 2 greyhound a at Ub 
button. | 
Phil. A button for his greyhound, „ 
Apple. In the name of our Sovereign Lord, 
King William the third, you're wy priſoner. 
| (pouches him) 

Phil. Priſoner t' ( frighten'd) Pſha't you muſt 
be wrong, I don't owe a ſixpence in the world, 
except the guinea for my boots and that Tin 
to pay by a ſhilling a week. | 

Apple. To the right about, Colonel. 

Phil. Pho, the devil a Colonel am H 


—what—Mzam= Juſtice look, do vou for- 
174 get 


9 
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get little Philip that took Nelly off . your 
(6 buſhes, - your graſs and your gravel??” . 

Apple. As is forthe worthy py brought to me to- 
day, LIelap him into priſon 

Phil. Oh, that's my poor maſter. (afide)  - 

Apple. But you Colonel, as you're a ſtate pri- 
ſoner, I'll lodge you in my houſe, where I'll 
treat you ſo civil, and ſo attentive, —you'tt have | 
three guineas à day for your table. 

Phi]. What three guineas a day for my table! 
Oh, ho! then 1 am A Colonel and you” ve found 
me out. 

Mrs. A. Try if he'll advance A little cath 

| (apart) 
Apple. Hem! Colonel, ſu uppoſe 1 wi fo civil. 
as to let you eſcape, coud'nt you leave a * 
| of hundred in my hands, till I ice you 5 
: Mrs. A. Conſider Sir, your precious 5 m 
ſure were J in your circumſtances I'd give the 
two hundred pounds with pleaſure. 

Phil. That I doubt, for were you in my cir- 
cumſtances, you wou'd not be worth. two hun- 
dred farthings. (aide) 

Apple. I ſee my good nature's thrown away, 
and the law muſt take it's courſe, . Colonel, PII 
go prepare your chamber —1 muſt call. aſſiſtance. 
—Nib, keep a hawk's eye upon him. (apart) 
Be comforted, Colontl-—they won't take off 
your head ill they get you to Peterſburg. 
(ade) A ſnug reward here -A common foot- 
pad will weigh forty: pounds in the city crain— 
but I'll coop and fatten up this Muſcovy duck 
till he weighs a hundred. [ Exit. 

Mrs. A. (calling after Applejack) Order the Colo— 


nel's dinner at the tavern, my love. 
U 2 | Phil, 


rts 


155 ef CAR PETER! 


Pjbil. Tavern dinner! ſo for the time I ſhall live 
like an emperor, and then how Ill hamper. my lit- 
tle juſtice here for falſe impriſonment. (aide) Since 
you've diſcover'd me, I ſubmit; but uſe me nobly, 


t AIR. —Puirir. F 


I confeſs, ma'am, I'm a great man, e 
If I'm priſoner of ſtate, man ; Tan 
Well you muſt your priſoner uſe, og FI 
Or your truſt you'll much abuſe, | | 
Oh, ye Gods! what no retreating? 
You muſt know love good eating. 
Of hard battles Pve been winner, | 
Let me have a decent dinner. | „ 
Oh, ye demon; foul and murky N 
Aid me! let there be a turkey. BY 
jaws decrees I ſhou'd be taken, 
ith---a little bit of bacon. 
I at head of armies came on, 
At my fide---a jowl of ſalmon. 8 
Came and conquer'd with applauſe, 
When I fought with---oyſter ſauce. 


: 6＋— 7 +," : 
- 


Who ſhall from me glory parloin, 
When I faced a---roafted firloin, 
Cut thro? ranks all fierce and maddiſh, . 
Mounted on my fam'd horſe---radiſh, 
Laurels on my brows were budding, 
Mars himſelf lov'd---a plumb puddia ; 
From my ſword foes trembling, pallid, * 
Fled for- beet - root in the ſallad. [x - 
Farewel honour, fame, and pleaſure, 
Cut from---cheeſe a bit of Cheſhire. 
Of my country the ſupporter, 
I plung'd into---2 pot of porter. 
Can this noble ſpirit bear it, 
Without dozens of---old claret. 
Take me, jailor to your care, 
Take me to ſuch noble fare. 


* — [Excunt. 
SCENE 


. 


E 
4 


| * * 229 
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| | SCENE. 8. 2 


„am teen 


— 


„este Couvansx1's Her. 
Eiter the Can. 


Czar, I could almoſt Rr *twas, - Ottokefa 


1 faw croſs that ſtreetz what could have brought 


her to England ? perhaps ſhe has heard who I 
really am, and has followed me! her appear- 
ance bore the mark of indigence, and her foul 
ſeemed "= t in forrow. But. for Couvanſki's 
levity et him to find her out for me. Oh, 
he's E from Chatham. 


Enter CounT Covvinidl and ha chi nn not 
perceiving the Cz ax. 


Cou. Charming girl! tho' ſne was in too great a 


rage to hear me, I thought that my letter and ſnam 


promiſe of marriage wou d bring her he her into 
my ſtudy I mult get off the duſt of the road. 
(going) The Czar ! S'death! _ 
Czar. Well, Count, what news from Chatham? 
+ Cou. Sir, I- true, be ſent me to- but meeting 


that lovely girl has put his whole buſineſs out of 


my mind. (afide) What do you ſay ? that gentle- 
man, the mathematician is in ſuch a burry for me? 


(To Romadanotuſti) 
Roma. Gentleman! Sir, didn't I tell you Foun 


lady? (apart) 
Cou, Hem! get along, you ſtudid— 
. [ Exit. Rowadanowfli. 


Czar. Oh! if it's a man of ſcience, pray no 


Couvantk; 


ceremony with me. (Exit Count Couvanſti) 


* 
# 's 
”, | 
* * oy 
U 4 
4, 7 
3 
' 


bo 
8 


= = Git 4 . 
n 
=. mo» —_— 4* 


Couvanſki muſt imagine me ſimple indeed not 
to perceive the idle triſset, thro' all his buſ- 
tling ſhew of buſy importance; how ſhall J obtain 
another ſight of my beloved Ottokeſa ? Did 
my brother of 'Sweden, know the preſent ſtate 
of my heart, he'd have no reaſon to envy me my 
victory over him ac Pultowa. N58 
ARCS. 
3 2 Fx | 2 N "1 , } 1 * 
| Charles always bold and booted, Do ef 
Scorn'd to uſe a ſpur flying, 0 
With iron head diſputed,” | ee 
; Like a royal foe. 83 es 
Stout blows in luſty quarrels! PT arts 
Vict'ry ever dear buying 
Charles gather'd living laurels, "Id 
nt for Pater's % .. 


Pultowa muſt diſplay them, 5 
p Peter ſnatch the bright trophies, 
Fair Venus bids him lay them, 
At a lady's feet. | 
Which pow'r now proves ſtrongeſt, 
Strife *twixt hate and mild love is, 
Does Peter win by conqueſt, 
Or Charles by defeat? 


Charles, by Bellona batter'd, be HH 12 
And by Mars not well treated, , 

All but his honor ſhatter'd, FO 
By his quick remove. f 

Charles, fugitive in Bender, Y 

Happier far than I ſeated 
On Moſcow's throne in ſplendour, 
He is not in love. | 


Tho! o'er wide realms def potic, 
My bare nod 1s all-ruling, 
Yet when not patriotic, 


Let my power ceaſe, 
Home 
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1 1 Ml . 


Home, comforts, oh, receive mel” 7 f1 % 

fields my en Rene. r 3.) 
Wars fought abroad; oh A 
N art love, Fan ; 


Enter n mt, 7 
Com. Well, Sir, Pve been to on the 
look out, for the young artify but Br he's got 
among the breakers, 00 Pye engag d a ſmall 
houſe for you, with a door into the dock-yard, if 
you're ſtill in the mind actually to work in it Jour- 

ſelf—ha, ha, ha ! PVe your dreſs ready. 
Czar. Have you alſo a carpenter's jacket, and 
a {ct of tools for Couvanſki ? he he ſhall accompany 
me. , 
Com. Complete, A are in that room yonder. 
Czar. I long to be e handling your adze and 
hatchets. | 
Com. Ha, ha, ha'! it muſt be whimſical enough 
to {ee the great Monarch of Ruſſia offering him- 
ſelf ro work as a ſhip carpenter, to littly Billy 
Applejack, the overſeer, I'Il tell you what to ſay. 


AIR.—CommMonoRs SwivxL. 


A ſhipwright am I, [| 8 
Say, are you inclin'd Sir, to give me employ, 
My {kill wou'd you try, A 
At hammer or hatchet, TE 
This fiſt, can you match it? 
For work I'm the boy. | 
To mallet in Deptford, 0 «+ 1 
Tho' nothing I get for't, bk 
Is all my ambition, indulge my fond choice, 
_ Tis honour's deſire, 
Then #ounds! blood! and fire! oY 
For the navy of England, huzza, my brave boys! 
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For a drowſy Mynheer, 
At Amſterdam 7 x ho on great and ſmall 5 
| N nn . — Ws IT TA 
I ſmoke the broad 4-66 agg | gif * 
So comical thou Fe 8 Of IE 
| Good lord! how Tleayht!” Ae 125 
1 At Breſt and Toulon 
A joke was my tune, 
1 To ſee Monkeut's wr ge weder. 
' 2 *. 1 d knocks uite 'em, 101 13 * By 
3 o build 1 5 ght em, e 
on England has Neptune's grout * ay bays 


f). ecks?: nin its {120 
The Cocknies i to ſee it, make ſuch a damn'd wut. 
. Sweet maidens in flocks, | $i 


1 


3% Come gigling and gaping, REY. 
1 With bowing and ſe ſcraping 


1 hand them about. 
Dine compliments pay, 
As we trip the gang-way, | 

'F rom ſteerage to cabin how great are my joys 3 ij? 

Tho“ mute at explaining, 5 $12} 

ef A kiſs'ſpeaks my meaning, „ 

For * Navy of acid huzza, my n * F 


* 


Enter RoMap ANOWSKI, Choking how: } | 
Roma. All gone ! dis vay, Ma' am. 
Enter orrocsa. e f 


My maſter vill vait on you immediately. [Exit 
Oito. Without introduction, or recommen- 
dation, to obtrude myſelf upon a gentleman that's 
a total ſtranger to me; but my brother's danger 
even juſtifies indiſcretion - If I .can prevail upon 
this benevolent nobleman to intercede for him 
with the Czar, then indeed I may treat the baſe 
propoſals 


a” 7 


8 | "of 
| [ 


E C BRTER.. * ls” 
propoſals of the unworthy wretch chat dar'd A aße, 


front my diſtreſs, with a contempt they 'deſerye, 
(looks out) I tremble with auf, doubt and ary. 


Enter Count Covvansxi, and Roan AnoWSKL,, * 


Cou. Yes, tis ſhe | my letter has brought her. 5 
%%) Are you ſure you ſaw his * 80 
ouʒt? | 

Roma. Gone vid the commodore, 1 55 Lor, I 
heard the door flap this minute. 23 

Cou. Give me notice of their return. 

[Is Erit Roma. 

Otto. (with timid confufion, ſcarcely looking at the 
Count) Sir, pardon the liberty I take in imploring 
your compaſſion in behalf of an unhappy man, 
who, tho” once rich in the eſteem of 

Con, My ſweet creature, no apol 

Otto. How! (looks at him) Is 1t You, Sir? Am 
I wrong in the houſe 2 

Cou. No, you're very right; this is my houſe. 

Otto. Your's ! I came to Count Couvanſki. 

Cou. My love, I know you. come to me; I 
happen to be Count Couvanſki. 

Otto. What a miſtake! (afide) Is it poſſible 
you can be the generous favourite of the noble- 
minded Sovereign of Ruffia ? You, the friend of 
woe; who cou*'d meanly take advantage of diſtreſs - 
and make your power to do good, the very. 
agent of your vices? - 

Cou, My dear, when I ſet your brother at „ 
berty, you'll be in better humour with me— The 
Czar inſiſts ſhall attend him to Deptford, * 
then I ſhall releaſe your brother. 

Otto. Sir, tho“ his liberty is what I deſire molt. 
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on earth, yet, a favor from youl, never will EY 


cept. 
Cu. Why my love, all my conduct bell 


ſent you that letter, was a device of mine. — 
What angelic traits! Oh, "9 re if you 
wou'd but hear me. , 


x 100 


: 


Alk Cour Covyan SKI. 


| ' know not which to praiſe, ſweet Miſs, 
Your air, ſhape, voice or feature; 
But the pour tout dire is this, 
You're all a killing creature. 
Coach'd belles for me ſcrambling, 
On foot, tho' you're'ambling ; 
They nod how d*you,” 
You run, bow to you; 
Spite of laughter, fs 
_ 7... ST”. 
Like Phobus,' my wiſhes on fre! FEB 
> 4 
The pow?r of bliſs to you is given, 
Mon Ange, pon reputation; | | 
With hopes, my ſoul may reach i its Heay” n, 
I pay you adoration. # 
At your feet, Ma'am, len I die, 
With ſoft pity caſt an eye; 


Voice fo thrilling, 

Eyes how killing; | 

Boſom panting, - | 4 2% Oy. 
Touch enchanting, n 


Without thee, Oh Gods! 1 are,” 


N 


Enter RoMADANOWSKr „ (with ſoiporight's cloaths). 


Koma. Sir, Sir, dear my Lord, I was wrong— 
I find the Czar is not gone out—The Commodore 
deſired me to give him theſe cloaths. (Exit, 

Cou. *Sdeath ! If he ſees the ladye—this way, 


(points to a room) 76 
Ott. 


Ol to. No, Sir; I'll retire as I came in. 

Cou. He may meet FOE do ſtep i in there 
if you love me. 

Otto. Oh then 1 certainly will. "(Girentcally) © 

Cou. My moſt cruel charmer! Have you no 
regard for a fine young fellow's life? I tell you, if 
this barbarous maſter of mine finds me ns 


here with the ladies, inſtead of minding his affairs, 


when he gets me back to Moſcow, he'll certainly 
give me the knout, and pack me to Siberia— 
Dem'me, if he'd matter taking off my head with 
a—Do ſtep in Were. (pointing td * 100 or, at 
which) y 1k 9 * r bs 


Enter the Can, (with . horedet in bis Gn) 


Cou. The devil! Chad 3 . [Exit. 
Czar. This the Mathematician 5. 8 
Otto. Michaelhoff | 
Czar. It was? It is my adored Ottokeſa! Tell 

me; my love, how? what? I've ſo many queſ- 

tions, that, all crowding, ſtop my utterance, __ 
Otto. To meet you ia England, in the houſe 
of this Count! 
Czar. But to find you here, gives me great 

ſurprize. , 

Otto. Likely you know the Czar peter? 

Czar. Me! No- Oh! yes, I have been pre- 
ſented have you any favor to afk? 

Otto. The le. of my brother. | 

' 6 But Jour, acquaintance with the Gone 
ere | 


Otto. I came to folicit his intereſt—But why aid 


you leave Dantzic ſo ſuddenly ? come, now, wasn't 


there a Lady in the caſe ? 


Czar, Ha, ha, ha! Is it poſſible, Jealouſy can 


form any part in the compoſition of my Otrokeſa ? 
X 2 . Otio. 
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AIR.—Orroxz%4. 


115 7d ain ak you 4 this, bir in fleps s that, 


Ah! why did you, truant, away from me * 
vet not that Pm curious, but merely for chat, 


Tis only no harm to know it you know. 


1 
* "© * FE 
9 
= 
' — 


; digg thts 
Much taller than 1 um, 


detain'd' you ? Tim fure the was fair, BY 

haps full as low? * 

No buſineſs of mine tis, wh t colour her hair, 
Tis only no harm to know it you know. 


Pray was ſhe. demure, or coquetiſhly gay ? 
The voice of a Cherub, or may be ſo, ſo? 
Fer eyes, I don't aſk whether hazel or grey, 
Tis only no harm to know it you know. 
| 


But one thing, O Oh! tell me, no more then impart, 
Did'ſt give her what was not your own to-beſtow; | 
Tho? ſure you'd not venture to give her-your heart, 


*Tis only no harm to know it you know. 


come, you mall ſee this dear brother, from my 


character of you he. longs to know you. 


Czar. But where is he 
Otto. Confin'd at Deptford. 


Cxar. The very place I was this inſtant * 
8 Czar's preſent darling object is to bui 


is 


a fleet of his own in Ruſſia; and a friend of mine 
has adviſed me to learn the art of ſhip-building, 
as the ſureſt method to recommend my ſelf to his 


notice, 


Be comforted, for take the word of your 


Michaelhoff, if his life depends upon the Czar 
Peter, your brother ſhall not die, except he's un- 
worthy to live. . 


Olo. Then you'll meet me at his priſon, Wa 
; Czar. Moſt certainly, | 


*# 


* * 0 
* 
o * 


Czar. 


Otto. 


Loet Monarch's rule a nation, 
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| DUET.—Czax and Orroxara, re From 
Should worldly cares opprefing. . 


Encircle us with woes; 


Wilt thou, my earthly blefing ! . 


Then foothe me to repoſe? 


Leet fartune's children ſever, - 


When riches ſhall depart; 
We've that muſt laſt for ever, 


The treaſure of the heart. 2205 | 


Gay Belles court admiration ; 
The ſoldier thirſt for glory 


_— 


The thoughts of cloyſter'd veſtal,. 


Dwell on joys celeſtial ; 
And — 

Convinc'd of thy affection- 
Their joys are poor to mine, 
Dn Joys « are poor to mine. 

To guy ian love's protection, 
e coming hours reſign ; 
What bliſs to make election, 
Where "Owe and truth combine. 


- SCENE III. 
A Priſon. 3s 


ritons rave of Whig and Tory, 


LE xeunt. 


COLONEL LEFORT 4% diſcover'd reading a newſpaper: 


Gol. L. Tho' this: wiſe Juſtice has impriſon'd 
me for a ſpy, I hope, before I'm freed, he won't 
diſcover me for the Colonel Lefort, that the reward 
is here offer'd for; Tm on the rack to know what's 


become of my ſiſter. 


Ah! her mind runs upon her 


abſent Michaelhoff; thank Heaven, I am fo far 


happy 


* 


88 


— * 0 '< Fs 6 "_— N — + —_ o 

l * . P , Re SET If? , pe , 2 : 

"3. i vs. ** | FO * . 2 > & A K * 
ä * wh et a... te Lead a. "WR p 


e + v 85s 
Fa 8 1 2 


e e * 
TR" I N 


— 47 IL 
. 
- 4 
— * wr . — 


happy, that love hasn't thrown i in 125 dart to aus- 
ment W Sith NA Ae # | 


_. *"T'RE 8 chat! form'd the human mind, 


Fond hearts, £0 


' They cleave the Ether kd by ide, 
0 Ah, luckleſs pair! they ſoon divide, pie" 


. So where they can, 


Beyond thy firſt all wiſe decree, 
Extend the gift benign; ; 
Ok, gracious power! Point out to me, 


Some An el fay, what gentle fair, 


In Gar ſpeak, for only there, 


My Siſter! . 


Or. My dear eher, do you think | forgde 
you in the hour of calamity? I've laid a train ol 
Intereſt with the Czar, for your releaſe. 

Col. L. Then you imagine I've been appre- 
hended on his proclamation; Philip might have 
told you /twas to clear him when he was taken . 
with wy drawings for a ſpy.. + 
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AIR—Cor.' Lzroar.. ES i | 


And gave creation birth; 
Each pair of hearts, one mould denen d. , 
And bade. them fly o earth. 6 
Sweet ſympathy! r Harp; ke remove, 7 
That ftrew the paths of life; [4 
ele with mutual love, 1 


The * and the wife. Ex N 3 


But in the trackleſs way; „ 


And from each other ſtray. 
The partner dear, again to find, 
A bleſſing ſeldom 1 | 

they match and bind; | 
A chain ne'er made in Heaven. | 


. x 1 , 


The heart firſt made with mine. 
Has lodg'd it in her breaſt; 
an my poor heart _— reſt, 


Ener OrTToxesa. 


1 


* 


Oe. My e have led me into an error in- 
deed ; however, | think Michaelhoff will even free 
you from this—He" s here in n en in che ſer- 
re __ the Czar 26: eis 
L. (Alarm' 4) 3 then I hope,: as he 
1 you in Dantzick only by our afſum'd name 
of Melzoff, you didn't tell him who I am. 


Otto. No, becauſe I ſuppos d he knew it al- | 


ready. 
Col. L. That s well, he might, with all bis pro- 
feſs'd love to you, ſeize this occaſion to win the 


Czar's favour, by ſacrificing. me to his reſentment. 
Enter Tukxx fr. 


e Ma'am, A gentleman enquires, 1 Wp- 
poſe it's for you. 

Otto, Tis Michaelhoff (apart) Shew bim in. 

| [ Exit Turnkey. 

Col. L. Hold! perhaps ſome emiſſary from the 

Czar, come to examine my perſon; but if it 

ſhould be he, don't, in the fond moment, tell him 


I'm Lefort. | [ Exit Col. Lefort. 


Otto. Well, till you give me leave, I'll not re- 
veal you even to the man, whoſe heart is truth 


and honour; - 15 7 $35:% 


Enter The Caan. 

How kind! 
Czar. My charming Ottokeſa, Comod c 
Swivel has enquir'd 1 — the nature of your bra, 


ther's affair. It's all a frolic of ſome young noble- 


man; but I can neithee ſee wit or humanity, in a 


jeſt that gives another (even a ſeeming) ; affliction. 


Where's 


an . 2 
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| Where' S your brother, I long to be introduc) 


him. 


Otte. My dear, my beſt Michaclhoff!. 8 


not aſham'd to own indeed 1 love 48580 Ab, whey 


8 we Hue at Dantzick— | a 


„ 


AlR—Orroxzs.. 6 oxi 


| = bitter the moment with thoſe we bold dear, 14 
- When exchanging the tender adieu; * 
I followed you far with my eyes, when a tear. \ ot 
Hid the object I lov'd from my vie. 
I penſive retir'd to forget you, ah vain! n 
I found ſolitude cheriſh'd deſpair; „ erY 
In company ſought a relief from my 8 
Your dear image ſtill follow 'd me — 


Thro' Grove Mead and Garden I varied the bene, 
With fond hope ſome repoſe I might find; 
But ſtill a lov'd ſpot where together we've been, 
Some lov'd incident brought to my mind. * | 
When I muſe in the Grove there I ſee my poor name, 
That you carv'd on the rind of a tree; 
In the Garden I'm charm'd with a roſe-buſh, the fame 
Whence a flower you preſented to me, 


I range thro' the meadows attended by Try, 

Once yours, his affection is proved; 
And my Linnet's ſweet pipe can bleſt rapture convey, 

a When it carrol's the tune that you lov'd. 

By Moonlight I walk, I enjoy her mild rays, | * 
And this heart ſoothing fancy purſue ; ** ' 

I think at the inſtant whi lil on her I gaze, 

She then may be look'd on by you. 


Czar. To reſtore your tranquillity gives me in- 
finite delight. (lots on à picture hanging from Ot- 
tokeſa's neck) I've Teen theſe features—Eh ! the 
face of that traitor Lefort—Ottokeſa, do you 


| know him. 


ren DO you think Lefort A traitor? 


8 Car. 


— 


* 
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Our; An addi rebel, that could inſult 4 

his Sovereign, and then dare not abide the Ie POR 1 Es 

ment of his crimes—A ſecret lover ! - | oy 

Otto. No, you wrong him and me. 

Czar. Deliver the. lurking miſcreant to my 3 

vengeance. ä 
07e. Lour's why, what has he done to . 

Car. II don't mean mine, but, 

as a loyal ſubject, to preſent bind. to the indigna- 

tion of my injured maſter. 

Otto. You're in an error. 

Czar. Can your brother be privy to this ? Does 

he know Lefort ?—Likely he has given harbour to 

the aſſaſſin, who, I am ola, only now ſkulks for 

an opportunity to ſtop the hand of Juſtice, by a 

murder on his maſter that raiſed him to che digni- 

ty he's diſgrac c. Fo 
Otto. Your zeal for the Czar . you to an 

inhumanity, that I thought a ſtranger to the 

breaſt of my gentle Michaelhof. e 

Czar, Tell me where's Lefort. 

Otto. I die firſt. | 

Czar. As I promis'd there's your waders ai: 

charge—l ma love you, er but farewell 


for ever. Exit. 
 QUARTETTO. 
Otto. (looking after the Cear) Oh ſtay, raſh Ba do not 
leave me; 


In ſmiles return, once gentle youth! | is 
I'm faithful ſtill, oh! yet believe me:: 
He _ (alas!) be of truth. © {0 

ret! thee concealin | ws 
All my 45 of peace are eroſt; 5 . 
Sad alternative! revealing, 285 NN 
Sure a Brother's life is loſt. r 


vol. ll. Y- | Re-enter 
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Otto. With love, fear, hope and doubt, 


r 
OR EC WES, aches 


| 


-- . Re-enter COLONEL Lxrokr and'JaitoR. 


f 
Col. L. Left in tears! u at on 5 N 


Eater Mas. APPLEJACE, - 


; Mrs. A. Where's our ſages? 


[ Colonel Lofort retire 


Re-enter the Czar. 3 


Czar. Falſe Maid! one word and then adieu. (ns On) 
Mrs. A. This a ſtrange place, Miſs, for you. OA: 


Otto. Oh ſpeak! (to the Czar) 


Col. L. Shall I become an abject liſt' ner? 5 
Mrs. A. (to Otto) You'd ſee the ſpy? 1 want him too. 


Czar. (io Otto) Accept this trifle, think x me true. (gives 


Otto a purſe) |; | 
Ono. I ſcorn! ( flings it away) 98 | 


Col. I. By heavens he ſhall not wrong my Siſter ! (gie | 
Mrs. 4. He flung this at her. {takes up the purſe) ; 
How lucky it miſs'd her. (puts it in ber-pocket) 
| Here you 
Turnkey. (calling) Turn him out. (looking at 
the Czar) | 


Otto. Michaelhoff : „ 


Mrs. A. You Turnkey! 


Col. L. Ottokeſa! 
The conflict rends my breaſt. 


TRIO. 


CzAR. 


And muſt we part Oh fate ſevere! 
Love's chains in priſon bind me; 
I'd fly to peace, and yet J fear, 


Ms. Ar- 


I leave that peace behind me. 


THE CZAR PETER: | 


Ma. AppLaJack.. 


A ing glaſs of wine ſhall * 
Your friend, pray Miſs do mind me, 


A boon companion, you my dear 
Shall o'er a flaſket find me. 


 CoLowtL LeforT. 


The voice familiar's to my ear, | 
Of this her haughty lover; 
To ſee his face too, but I fear, 

Left I my own diſcover. 


OTTOXxESA. 


How diſtreſt! 
| Retire! (apart fo Col. E 


Coroxzl Lrrokr. + 


Theſe glowing cheeks my fword-s upbraid, 
To ſee thee wrong d ſweet helpleſs maid.. 


Czar. 


Paſſions rage with . clangour, 


Juſtice! every wiſh controu 
Love, or jealouſy, or anger, 
Still let honor ſway the ſo 


ALL. | 
Paſſions rage, &c. 


— —— Fe * 
SCENE IV. 
The King's Dock-yard at Deptford. 


PLEJACK, oppoſite Ader. 


YZ 


> 


Enter CoMMODORE $wiveL and Mr. and Mrs. 


[Exeunt. 


' 


Ar- 


f 


Com. . Come, come, Mr. Applejack, we. 
muſt now pipe all hands, work double tides— 


ten 


n 
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ten ſhips to be put into commiſſion; beſides 


here's the Emperor of Ruſſia come to take 2 
view of our ſhipping. —Have you ever ſeen the 
Czar? * 

Apple. No, tho“ I'm told he s every beds; | 

Com. S. Ay, tho' the moſt diſtinguiſhed cha- 
racter on earth, his ambition is to be unnoticed 
in a croud. (walks up). 

Mrs. A. Are not al the workmen booked Jet, 
my ee 

Apple. My dear; we're mort twö baits, 

| Mrs. A. Yon tall man's a carpenter, if he 
wants work, why don't you call him to book E. 

Apple. Holloa, maſter ! | 

Com. F. Here the Menarch of Ruſſia comes to 
labour like a handy crafts man.— Let the Kings 


around him be robed in Majeſty The true glo- 


ry of the Great Peter's humble carpenter's jacket, 
Mall tranſmit his actions to poſterity” with ſplen. 
dour and admiration. N . 


Enter the Czar, in foipwrig bt's 4800 wu tools Sc. 


Aople. Are you a carpenter .? a 

Czar. No Sir, I'm a ſhipwright, 

Apple. Wife, this is a ſaucy Jack. 

Mrs. A. No, I think he's a fine man. 4 

Apple. The fellow has large bones, but the 95 
tle men are ſo nimble. 

Mrs. A. What country pray? 

Apple. Aye, where are you come from ? 

Czar, Finland, 

Apple. Your hands might, for they are like 


f 


the fins of a grampus.—he looks ſtrong, 


Mrs. A. No he don't, my dear; theſe tall 
men are mere wiſhy-waſhees.—Now here's Muſ- 
cle. (pointing to à tall large made carpenter) . _ 

| | Apple: 


5 
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Aye, here are joints well knit, you are 
not rong 8 for the work of this chin 


Qua RTETT by” 


Czar. The Throne of Britannia's the ocean, 
She ſmiles ſweet, ſerene, and majeſtic, 
| Her great floating caſtles in Gta 
Secure her each pany 4 domeſtic 5-5. „ 
Fler Bulwark's a ſtout man of war, 
Her guard is a bold Britiſh tar. . 
Com. S. See the oaks of the foreſt tranſplanted 
Into tall men of war, here they're gronings 
Mrs. A. Big nothings Hike you are not wanted, 
Apple. To Ei and tall cock, with your crowing, - 
Our work is for much ſmarter lads, 
So ho op with your hammer and adz. 
Mrs. A. Look around! hark the ſound l tis victorious y 
Hammer clink! hatchet chop! chiſſel chip } 
Com. S. To Britons what ſight half ſo glorious, 
As a Man of War, launched from the ſlip, 

The carpenter's mallet goes knockety 
knock, 

 Theſcrews all fly out, and away goes the 
block, 

She glides like a ſwan to the Ti 
from the Dock. | 

Czar, No employ, thenmy hatchet there lie, 
(Strikes his hatchet into a block of wood, 
Deptfard Yard, and Old England good bye. 

Apple. That there ſeems an excellent Hatc =} 

Strong George, (to the carpenter) If you pleaſe 
prithee reach it? 

(The carpenter makes ſeveral fruitleſt attempts to pub it lens; 
quits it, turns, looks at the Czar with wonder,\ then ſneaks 
into the croud.--<The Czar, ' ufng but one hand, plucts 150 
hatchet out, and preſents it to Applej act.) 

Com. $ A Bull dog to bite French or Spaniard! 44 #þ 1d; 

Apple. A Maſtiff to guard the King's Tan yard) 1, . 

Mrs A. With me, dear Sir, will you drink ? + 

Apple. Wilt hammes ? | | 
Com. & Go cruizing with me ? BY 
Czer. I'll hammer, drink tea, go cruizing with .thee. 

[ Exit the Czar, - 


Apple. 


— 
« 44-1, 


. CZaR PETER> 
. ob, here comes another to be hired, 


Enter Coon CouvansxI in Biourizht'e| baby, 
| carrying tools, Se. 1 


Mrs. A. Heavens, what's this? | 
Com. $. Ha, ha, ha! Let's ſee how the Count | 
will behave ? (aſide) 

. You're not a carpenter ? 

Cos. (afide) You've a devil of a nh, Sir. 1 

have the honor to be a very neat mechanic. 

_ Certainly you're 85 very neat fellow 
but I think you could make a raſberry arts det. 
ter than a man of war. 

Cou, Why ſomething in the Menzikoff cut in- 
deed. (admiring him e | 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 1-14 

Cou. (diſconcerted) The Czar to bring me into 
this ridiculous ſituation; he'll only get himſelf 
found out by it. (ade) 

Apple. And where are you come from ? 

Cou. From Kenſington Gardens. (bows) 

Mrs. A. But my dear the young man may be a 
carver ;_ ſmart at ornamenting the cabin of a 
yatch—So pretty when we've pany” to drink 
tea on board. 

Con. Ves, ma'am, I can carve and gi id. 

Apple. Ay, and paint too, if one may judge 
from your face.— Wife, he has a fine head, for 
the ſtern of the Sunday-Frog—Here's a mallet 
and chiflel, let's ſee how you handle them, my 
ſpruce mechanic it 

| (Couvanſti cuts. and 8 the mallet wil þ the 

chiſſel. | 

All.. Ha, * ha! 


E | 
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4 


Enter NiB. 


Nib. (apart to Applejact) Lord Sir, this Co- 
lonel Lefort your new ſtate priſoner is making 
ſuch a noiſe for his dinner the houſe can't hold | 
Apple. The houſe ſhall hold and keep him faſt 
too: but my dear you'd belt ſtep over to the 
tavern, and defire them to make haſte with his 
dinner, for I begin to be a little hungry myſelf. 
„ [ Exit Mrs. Applejack. 
Cou. Since I'm come here to Deptford, I'll ſet 
my charmer's brother at liberty, and leave the 
cleaving of timber to his hard- fiſted Czar- hip. 


(d. ) : 3 
(the ſhip launched, ſhouts and acclamations.) | 
ATR; E. 8 


Noah built a mighty ſhip, 
Happy he o'er mountains ſail'd, 
*Till he drank out all his flip, 
Then his noble courage fail'd ; 
Bade'the dove go fetch a fign, | 
That water then no more did ſpout. 
Took the olive for a vine, | 
Or he'd ne'er have ventur'd out. 
Noah firſt of ſhipwrights ſtaunch, | 
Laid a keel and chiſſel'd thus; 
Broke a bottle on the launch, | 
Preſs'd the grape and drank like us. 
 [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
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SCENE v. 17 i 
 Arpurgact? s Houſe—A Table laid. 


F Ma. and Mas. APPLEJACK; bee 


Apple. Well, my lovely Win? 
Mrs. A. My dear, I've been over to the tuen 

he Colonel's dinner will be here preſently.” 
Apple. Since I brought him here, he's like a 
young magpie, all gape and gobble. (Jooks af 
_ the labels on the bottles) Latore, Frontiguiac, Cal- 
cavella, Hermitage Wife, he ſhall not have Ss 
much wine as he chooſes-to ſwallow. -- 

Mrs. A. Yes, but he ſhall, my love. | The 
greater bill he runs up the more money we ſhall. 
make of him; for it it was ten times as much 
the king of Muſcovy will pay for all. 

Apple. Then Pl! ſwallow as much as I can to 
make his bill double.— Ay, it's all this high feed- 
ing and rich wines that make your gentlemen 
run fo deviliſhly after the women I deſire you'll 

keep as much as poſſible out of the Colonel 
way, Mrs. Applejack, for 1 could never bear to 
fee him even kiſs you. 

Mrs. A. See! no, I ſuppoſe you'd have the 
manners to walk out of the room; but don't 
fear; a man, in my mind, is a mere wooden 
poſt when 1 think of you, my dear huſband. 


Exit | 


Apple That's a very pretty compliment. 


Enter Pale. 


x, Phil, What's the omar} of this, when dol 
ine? 


Able * 


5 


by 
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Apple. It's coming your honour, | 
Phil. What is a man of condition ke me to 


* 0 t * 
0 2, warty = Len . 
18 


wait, cauſe I am a priſoner De — KI 


1'l make intereſt to be remov d to the if 
Do you hear ?-—1I'll have two cqurſes to-day, 
and ſee that there's plenty of olives aud ke” ; 
cheſnuts with my claret, 8 while I ſmoak my 
pipe, Juſtice you'll read the new{paper.to me; 
and in the evening over my coffee your! wiſe will 4 


log me a ſang - rt Narr . Vw 
1" 


Re-enter Mas. 3 Waiters, with c- 
ver, which they lay on the Tab, PU 
Taro oh To wics 
Mrs. A. Colonel, pray a ſeated, - he . to "A 
carve, Nh. _ iN 10 5 


pv; 


Enter Cont Covvanieer i in in own cath. 


Con. ( afide) Now to en my charmer $ "Sg 
ther—Eh! is this hea Colonel's uniform — 
(ade) Sir, your ſervant, I conclude I have been 
under ſome miſtak e as to your rank in life, and 
deg you a thouſand pardons for aeg you in 
this diſagreeable ſituation. 

Phil. Sir, no apology, my fituation 1s quite 
agreeable. 

Cou, I come to make atonernent add to take 
you from it. 1 a 

Phil. Pray Sir, don't give yourklf that. 
trouble, e 

Cou. (to Applej wid) Get his hat. N 

Phil. What do you want with my hat? t 

Cov. I come to give you freedom Sir. | 
Phil. Give! I think your Ng a erer fre- 

om. 19 89 | 

œms 4 c. 


ö 


5 o - | | 
— Y % 8 I"; 1 TY" * . 
S a a 
* | * N 
17 11 | | 
: oy _ * 


up with m eature. Di 
8 Pp WE I 185 dine, 'catiſe you Ew | 
to lovel cfeaturez? A E!! NADU her 


that diſh, I order'd no calve's head at my table. 
| (looking at Count Couvanſti) CABLE: BYS 


2 od Bf W. * 


cui. Ovi kt 1646 | ly — 7 make it 


Cu. hy, what the devil Sir, don't vou wi 


8 for lib ty, 'come Along man. N ae 


Mrs, A A.” But be ſhall not come a way: wan; 
Apple. No, nor Môrt mann. S840; 
i 5 38 right madam, Julipe keep. me. 
a cati | 
1 os wy priforer, oy Iam anfwverable 


for his body. "XAT 
Phil. Ay, take cate of my Gia body remove 


Cou. Pſhal my dear fellow, come. 

Apple. But he Thall not go out of this bouk, 
but by an order from government. 

- Cou, Demme ! what do you mean? my word 
is the order, and myſelf the government. 

Apple. I'll let you know, that nobody orders 
here but me; and 1 am in this, wp; cane 


Govei nor. 
Cour Caſtle! ha, ha, halved diene Foot. 


man to hang up your caſtle in my porter's lodge, 


and my cook 5295 cram the RY in r 
row bone! N 
Apple. Cram a Jodie of Rees into one, 
bone! | 
Mrs, A. A reſcue! | | 
Cou. I tell you-?twas I put him into cuſtody, 
and by Heaven I will now take him out of it. 
Apple. An accamplice | why by the Lord this 
is the minikin ſhipwright.— Oh, oh! I ſee now 
what brought you into che Dock ard. an in- 
coadiary, 


3 


the merry thought. 
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Gade * fingers. are brimſtone — 454 
his ul a tinder box. 


Con. Come along. | 
K- ay Touch him at you e ws 
The man dies dts prevents me. 
Apple. Where's your Habeas Corpus? 
Cou. Here, (takes out a piſto 
animam. By Heavens, Sir! if you PD t in- 
ſtantly come to your ſiſter that loves you 
Phil. J have no ſiſter, and I love a turkey. 


Don't remove me till the cloth's taken away. 
Tu] die before I quit my dinner juſlice ſave 


me a ſlice - Ma am Death and hell, THE me 
Con. n . 
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ol) was my Habeas } 
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iy SCENE 127 


4. Apartment i in CouxT Couvaxskrs Houſe, 


Enter Count "Sy Pmrice, and Roni. 
DAuo - W iT. 


Coovansxi. 


YouRE welcame, Sir. | 
Phil. I am a man of genius, and you ſhou'd 


not have taken me from my dinner. 


Cou. My dear friend, a thouſand Pardons.— 
(whiſpers Roma. who goes . 
We ſhall dine at fix. 


Phil. And now it's only two, confound your 


_ faſhionable hours, I ſhall eat my gloves ; cou'dn't 


you EY a body nn, juſt to paſs * the 
time 


* 


Sw SLIP, 


9 ip, (apart to Cou. ) Sir, there's the Juftice 
below 


T4 * "v6 $04 
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„ 24 645) e dope ot comer "wn K 
below making a riot about the gentleman you 
forced from his/houſe, + Exit. 
Cn. If the Czar hears bim—(ofide) Sie p Pow 
in there. wm f 
Phil. ſuſt ſend me in the leg of a Fl. * | 
Cpu. Lou ſhall have a whole ED, ang keep F, 
your mouth ſhut. 
Phil. I m bave no cauſe here. to. open my 
mouth. inn 1 
Cou. Goin, (puſhes bim in) aber the” e 


Enter eee nt 


Apple. So Sir, Where is hay I can "IR 
open doors.—l've. found out who you are; I'll. 
ſee if your ' Czar of Muſcovy bids you pluck a 
priſoner from a bed of Juice, as if you were 
pulling up a turmp.. 

Cou. My dear friend don't moke ſuch 2 noiſe. 

2 I am a Juſtice of Peace and will make 2 
noiſe. 


Cou. If the Czar hears you, I'm undone. 
Apple. Are you? how dare your lordſhip reſ- 
cue my priſoner ? Who's now to be cram'd into 
2 marrow- bone. (very loud.) ; 
Cu. Huſh ! why man'twas I that ein d him 
for a piece of humour. 
Apple. You, you ſeized Colonel Lefort: | 
Cou. (afide) What! the Clod I have withit 
here, the accompliſhed Colonel Lefort! 1 
Apple. You'd defraud me of the hundred pounds 57 
for raking him. T8? 
Cou, III give it you, and be quiet. | 
Apple. Do. | | ++ 
Cou. I haven't ſo much den me now: but "If 
pledge my honor I'll ſend it to you. 
oh. 


Pl 


Fs * 
7 * 
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Apple. You've not ſo much of chat to ſpare, 
ET be content with your noe! nag) 

Cou, You ſhall have it, but pray She 1 8 7 

Apple. (aſide) III mie; more of ae 
Where's all the fees. ee 


: 


Cou.. Pl pay them. 

Apple. (going 9 His £ tavern! villas 
9 dinner—that I eat myſelf. (aide? 

Cu. Make a bill of all. e 


Apple. My fine long ſet of china two * han 


pieces, he broke into five hundred, in my oun 
" garden. 5 

Cpu. Well, put in che garden. 

Apple. A fine laced cap, he tore on my wife. 

Cou. Zounds ! put wife, cap, and all in the bil. 
—The Czar is in the houſe, and if he hears you, 
the Colonel's life is gone,—Take that, and for 
heaven's ſake—(pives him a pnrſe) go. along 
you confounded little catchpole. [Exeiu. 


Phil. ( peeps out) Mad beau to tear me ET 


dinner. (a ſervant croſſes with cake and Tine) Un, 
oh t—( follows hin) | 


Enter BALLYBouGH and men 2 


Ellen. Lord, how I dane been ſqueez! di ih that 


vulgar Greenwich coach! ſuch horrid company 


too !—So this is the gentleman's houſe—deaf, if 
he really intends to marry me, how' charming! 
beautiful! what a deal of rooms, all one dae 
another. 


Bat. (Opens the door of tbe room from cobich 


Philip entered.) Wait 1 in that room ma am, maſter 


will come to you. [EW 
(Ellen goes in.) 


- 
j | 
6 . 


8 A A | Kh 
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9 th Cain... res $0 "Of 44 WY 
1 The ſight of a Britiſh dock: 123 has | 


rouz'd my. ardour, to ſee ſuch a floating foreſt at | 
Peterſburgh, But now for. Couvanſki. The 
ſtory I've card from the Commodore, of his at- 


tempt to ſeduce the poor young woman at Dept- 
ford—If I can but bring his Ha ere S 1 23 
n „Mine | 


Re-enter Count Couvansxr, 132 


Con. So, I've bruſh'd off at infernal little waſp. 
This Col. Leſort that I have within here !—then _ 
his ſimplicity muſt. be feign'd—if he falls into the 
Czar's hands he's loſt, —I'll convey him ſafe away, 
(goes to the door, where Ellen went in, and knocks 
| oftly) Colonel, come out Mags Czar! 220 

ay in. | 

Czar. Who have you got there that may come | 
out and ſtay i in? * 

Cpu. Sir, tis only—(much conſu fed) | 

Car A female mathematician ? | 

Cou. A good hint to ſecure the Colonel. (aj 
Then, Sir, it is a lady. 

Czar. (aſide) e Ottokeſa again. Lt 

Cu. (afide) He wont be fo impolite as to inſiſt 
on ſeeing —— | 

Czar, If tis the lady 1 found with you ro-dlays 
Pd ſpeak with her. | 

Cou. No, Sir, this is quite an honourable affair. 

| Czar, Then, Count, I expect to be conſulted, |, 

Cou. Sir, I would not marry a wget, 1 
without your Majeſty's conſent—(bows)- but Sir, 
ihe is ſo baſhful—- | 

. . 


1 2 v CZAR JETER. 
. Let ms bes her... | 
Cou. (afide) Yes, he'll have the Calondl out.— 
Then, Sir, to confeſs the truth, I am aſhamed—a 
little afraid her face is (grimaces) you (like other 
people) will ſay her back is à little on the upfi iſn 
0 SE] but a e eyes vou know, Sir 
mar. You have ſo much excited my curiolity, 
that I will ſee her: Madam approach. „en 

Cu. Your highneſs, don't aſk her —ſheꝰ's only 
lept 3 in to ſettle her head dreſs before the glaſt— 
Colonel, jump * of the window. (In an under 

zone) 


Czar. Madam.—{opens the door) 
| Enter ELLEN, 


"Bids Eh! who! s this! (Farting back pri). 
Ellen. (ia Cou.) Dear Finz how: pen youre 
me ſo long a waiting??? 
Cou, Ma'am I— this 5 boch me and Fu 
Colonel off but where has he got to! (Ade 


4 


Czar. So, R this is the 702 1 de- 


fign to marry? 51293-3093; D317 
Ellen. J am, 8 „ enn 
Cou. Are you faith. (afide) . | 2 
Czar. And when is the ceremony to take place? i 
Ellen. Oh, as ſoon as the gentleman pleaſes. 


at 


Czar. Well, Count, what do you lay ? Im fure 


the lady's very kind. 
Cu. Curſe _ Kindneſs. (ade 
Czar. You cool on the buſineſs—be allureg 
I'd treat you with the ſevereſt rigour, if I thought 
you a ſcducer of female innocence. Spes. da 
you mean to marry her. 
Cou. Why, Sir, as to marrying the lady, I ave 
no objection, but only this happens to be the fi 
time | ever had the honour of RAGS her, 1 ber 


' 


a x 
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- Czar, Didn't you ſay your intentions were ho- 
nourable- towards the lady in that room, and 1 | 
ſhe is juſt come out of it. 

Cou. In or out, ſne is totally unknown to me:? 
Ilben. Oh, lotd, how can you ſay that? waſn't 
you lo crazy about me, that you had pber Philip * 
drag'd to jail, that you _— have me/all to 

* Þ: n 

Caar. Your profligacy mot injurdl's helpleſs 
innocent, and diſgrace mè and! your INS 
marry her you ſhall. 

Cou. But Sir, ſhe's an utter ſtranger to me, and 
its my way always to marry an acquaintance. 

Ellen. Stranger! oh ford; Wayri't 1 ir here under 

your own hand! (abet aut ter) n e 
Con. Shewm e. MI zr: 
Ellen. No, you look, Sir. fo the Cx ar) 
2 This is your hand. ( _—_ an- 
el.“ 0-10 ec 013 et | 
ts You ſee that's ea. 

Cou. Why, this is wg lever! bent lte r [yet 
gil (aſide) me 
Cxar. * Pity's fake come 7 elt, 

Ellen. Yes, and here I an come in nh: you 
creature. enn an ids , 

Czar. ©: Ador'd wife of the faithful Couyan- 
ſk.” Why. this is in fact a promiſe of marriage, 
and I'll fee it executed. | 

Cu. (ofide) You ſhall firſt ſce me checined,— 
Why, zounds !——  ' 

Czar, Don't ſwear my Lord, recollet in whole | 
preſence you are. | | 

Ellen, Dont ſwear my dear. uns as 


Ever Rivera ON nee 


Co, (apart) You infernal raſcal, who did you 
give my letter to? 


VOL, 111, of Bal, 
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Bal. Sir, to my lady ee eh all the 
poets and philoſophers waiting for your High- 
neſs. Leit. 

Czar, I Come, Count I have heard the whole 
proceſs of your ſcheme on this lady, and in the 
evening, previous to the ambaſſador' 8 * 1 ſhall 
ſee your nuptials ſolemniz d. 

Exeunt the Czar and Count — 

Ellen. This evening I ſhall be mom j 
| muſt forlake poor Philip. 


Re. enter e 3 ul 


Phil. Now I'm quite another manl This drink. 
ing puts a body into ſuch ſpirits, it bas even 
made me amorons. I want nothing but a little 
bundle of bank notes to make me 2 compleat | 
man of faſhion. Pretty Nelly's at home ſo me- 
lancholy for the loſs of me. bel 

Ellen. What fine gentleman's this. (ade?) 

Pbil. A ſmart looking young lady that. (aſide) 
Ellen. As I'm likely to be miſtreſs of this houſe, 

I ſhou'd now take ſome Rate upon myſelf and de 
the honors.  _ 
Phil. Whilſt 1 have theſe fine cloaths, I ſhou'd 
take the opportunity to gallant a little, , 

Ellen. Sir, may I have the honor? 

Phil. Madam, you may. | 

Ellen. Oh Sir, the condeſcenſion. (angie) 

Phil. My melifluous preſumption. (401) 

711 N my reputation 

11. Ellen 

Ellen. Philip ! | (Surpriſed) 

Phil. I ſuppoſe you've put on your miſtreſs's 
cloaths, you audacious huſſey. a 

eh 


THE CZAR PETER, - 


Ellen Perhaps, you've got into your maſter's 
coat you impudent pupp PPY- | 

Phil. But your miſtreſs ſhall know it, 

Ellen. Upon my ſoul Ill tell your maſter, 
Philip, while you . behave if you're wel- | 
come to my. houſe ; but if you make too free 
my huſband may be jealous. 

Phil. Huſband! who is he? 

_ Don't I tell your I am miſtreſs of this 
houſe 

Phil. Oh, ho! So, the mad 1 only brought | 
We to triumph over my love. Nelly, you Te 

ut = | 
I Ellen. I a jilt. | 

Phil. You've been theſe two two years laying out 
- new ſweethearts, only to get preſents. from 

em. 4 

Ellen. Me! 

Phil. The encouragement you ſhew the young 
men is juſt according to what you want at the 
time, and what they can give —Laſt October, ar 
the ſet in of winter Ha, it's got aſtoniſhin 
ſharp” then, nobody like Sam Duffil the woolle 
draper—you ſmirk'd and ſmil'd, till he 3 
you a preſent of a handſome Bath great coating; 
yes, the woollen draper was a moſt charming lo- 
ver for froſt and ſnow ; but in April out come 
bloſſoms and ſunſhine, and, oh dear, we muſt 
have a muſlin gown to flaunt at the tea gardens. 
Up ſteps Mr, Smart the haberdaſher, yes, he's 
the ſweetheart for ſummer wear That vulgar 
woollen draper ! Shou'dn't ha* thought of ſuch 
people ſpeaking to one in public. 

Ellen. How jealouſy puts theſe men out of 


temper 5 


yg 


WW E CAR PETER. 
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ll - 


eee er Rus, ny | 


17 > 5 2 
| wh might court and not in vaih, - OS 
5 dear boy, that time is paſt, 5 Fa: 
'E7 1 nn be. with you I danc'd, / 6-433 5 NI... 
R or SAE 
Hey d ay r 
won e e 2b 4207 ws 
And view mealady, . 
"Philip my lad, | 


- Phil. Nelly my, laſſe. 


With you I chime, * 
For now the fates do fo ordain, TINA 
Oh, cruel lot! the die is caſt, 3 127k 
Tho' my fond heart 3 04; wi 
You're rap 'd in, | 
Lap'd in, | 
Yet we muſt part, 3 . 
For view me a Captain, 1 
Nelly wy laſs. ; 
Ellen. Philip my lad, 
If you will learn 
My hair to dreſs, I may emploß 
Vou as a barber now and chen, 
Or flouriſh your flam 
-Beau flaming, 
Streaming. 
When with dear Pam, | 
All night ill e 1 
Philip my lad. r 
Phil. Nelly my laſs, | DN. OR Bs 
| As youcandarn | 
Silk ſtockings well, pardonez mot, | 
And ruffles mend, and waſh them clean, 
When you are my laun ; 
-Dreſs, rub well, 
Scrub well, 
Or my own man, 
Oh damme I'll drub a 
Nelly my jaſs. 
Ellen. Philip my lad. 
Nelly my laſs, 
Good bye. 
Good bye, 


Ellen. 


AI et} 


Phil. | 
Ellen. Farewell. 32 
In my fine cloaths, 
I'll flaunt it, | 
Rant it, | | 
With ſmarteſt of beaux, xc © 
| Oh how Pll gallant it. RES 
Philip my lad, | mn ee. 
Phil. In my fine cloaths. h GY 
RN U flaunt it, 1 X90 
Rant it, 
Smarteſt of beaux, 
Oh how Þ'l1 gallant it. 
Nelly my laſs. 


Re. enter Couvaxsxr. 


Cru, Here ſtill! how ſhall I get rid of this 


girl? Now the Czar has ſet his obſtinate head 


on it, he'll force me to marry her-—making her 


refuſe me is my only chance to get off. 


Ellen. Oh the Count—pray Sir, do you know 
my uncle Applejack ?—don't you love me ? 


Cou. Too well to impoſe on you, and my pret- 


ty dear, you really think me a Count. 
Ellen. And an't you? won't you marry me? 
that great gentleman ſaid you muſt. 

Cou. Gentleman! Ha, ha, ha Why my love, 
that wag, my uncle Toby, the Czar's. butler, 
who has the charge of his houſe here, until his 


Highneſs arrives, Old Toby who doats on me, 


heard you had a rich uncle, ſo dreſs'd me up in 


hopes to get you and your fortune, for at pre- 


ſeat my goddeſs, I am only a poor footman. 
4 VS hs yap . 


Ellen. oy „ „„ F * 


Farewell. . 


[Exit Philip. 
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of glaſſes, for his maſter had no er to rinſe. 
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Ellen, Indeed ! 
Con. So as I have frankly confeſs'd this moſt 
ſhameful ſcheme, I hope you'll reward my ho- 
neſty with your heart and beauteous hand. 

Ellen. (cries) Ob, qh—Firſt I got myſelf turn'd 
out of uncle's for Philip, fuppofing him a gen- 
tleman, and now I've turn'd him off for thinking 
you a Lord. —Don't talk, don't look at me. 

Cou. Nay, my charming (unſeen rings a 


bell) That's Mr. Slip the valet's bell for me—l 


muſt go but you're an angel and you ſhall 
be mine. (/natches up a ftand of glaſſes, and runs 


eff) 


Ellen, 1 won't, I won't be your 3 fine 
Count indeed! Why even Philip wasn't a rinſer 


Ah, poor Ellen, what a . 


ave 8 made | 
of yourſelf. | 


[ 


_ AIR.—ELLizn. 1 


My folly I have cauſe to rue, 
Why not content with one? 
Of lovers I muſt needs have two, 
And now, Alas! I've none. 
When fooliſh Tray the river croſs'd, 
Like me, poor filly maid ! | p 
The precious ſubſtance thus he loſt, 24 


By ſnapping at the ſhade. 


My golden dream is fled away, 
I've from my chariot fell; 
I'm now no more a lad 7 „ 
But little Deptford Ne 
With hopes of cream my wiſhes crawn'd, 
O'er night my milk I ſat; 
When to my grief, next morn I found, 
"Twas ſup'd up by the Cat. 


I gave a child a full blown roſe, 
Upon its balmy breaſt he blows, 
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To make the leaves hy 1 
Ah! thoughtleſs wanton, for thy pains, | 


See nothing but the alk remains, 
fr Aj thy little hand. * 
lea. 
ScENE II. 
A Dreſſing Room in Count Couvansx1's Houſe— 


Magnificent cloaths laying on a chair. —The Czar 


diſcovered in his ONO s 25 6 at a table, 
with papers. 


Czar. Now to dreſs for my Ambaſſador's Gala; 
et, were it not for the State neceſſary to Majeſty, 
i ſhould prefer convenience to pomp, and 


ſweet ſociety of a friend, to the brilliant tumulta 
of a court. 


Enter APPLEJACK, (looking about with e, 


Apple. No, the Count has lock'd up this 
Colonel in ſome -cup-board or other, for the 
devil a button of his coat can I find, and I'm a 
tolerable ferret too—T ſhall loſe the reward, I have. 
ſearch'd every room in the houſe—Isn't yon the 
new Bully Shipwright I engag'd juſt now at the 
yard ? why how the devil did you get here, my 
Finland — ? 

Czar, Ha, ha, ha! My diſguiſe has play Its 
part. (ade) 

Apple. Why, you're a pretty ſort of an impudent 
ſcoundrel, out of my great goodneſs and com- 
paſſion, I give you employment, ſet you to work, 

no ſooner is my * turn'd, but you off witch 


your 
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| your apron, ſcamper to town, and Haw if fnd 
you in a great * chair like the Atti N 
man. 
Car. (Riſes.) Don't be angry, Maſter, 1 
Apple. What you're come here to tipple with 
ſome of the Czar's ſervants! for they all take the 
example of their maſter. 
Czar. Why the Czar is no ſenſualiſt?: 
Apple. Do you pretend to know Peter as well 
8 I, you ſaucy don't chatter to me, Sirrah 1— 
11 back to your work, on with your apron, 
or JI 


\ 


Enter RoMADANOWSET; with a bowl of wine, hieb, 
2475 be offers to the Czar, Aba takes, 


Stop, friend! after me is manners  —(drinks) my 
firſt refreſhment ſince I left home. Heark'ee 
you Mr. Whiſkerouſky. ( Romadanouſti) do you 
know that I'll deſire your maſter not to ſuffer his 
barbarous crew of Kalmucks, to corrupt and en- 
courage his Britannic Majeſty's ſhip carpenters, to 
come here carouſing and drinking like fiſhes. 
(drinks) Lay that by— (given the bowl to the Czar, 
wwho lays it on the table) Come along you. (e 
the Czar, who makes Jegns to ee, „ 

goes off.) 

Apple. Ah, I faw your final to him, to give 
me the ſlip. Eh! but I'll flip you off the books. 
Czar, Then, Sir, out of employment, 1 muſt 
periſh. 

Apple. Ah, that you ſhou'd have conſider'd— | 
(ofide) but hold, this ſtrong hulk may aſſiſt me 
to retake the Colonel. (aſide) Heark'yee, you 
mult know 1 come here to look after a priſoner, 
reſcued from me; if you'll help me to catch, him 
again, and then hold him faſt, beſides forgiving 


your 
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your fault, tho* I'm only to get one hundred 

unds reward, I'll give you half a crown, that is 
in Grog—and I'll make it for you myſelf. _ | 

Czar. To oblige you, Sir, but who is this pri- 
ſoner ? . 
Apple. The great rebel; Colonel Lefort. 488, 
Czar. How had you Lefort in cuſtody ? (with 


r 


furpriſe and emotion) = OY 
Apple. Ay, but it might be Colonel Lefort in 
our mouth Tes, 1 had him till he was reſcued 
y this Count here. Ahe er 
Car. Reſcued by Convanſki ? The traitor !— 
(Aide) ANT: THOR. 
Apple. Don't you think the Czar will thank me 
if I find him for him: 
Czar. That ne certainly will—This is moſt 
fortunate (aide) Where do you think you can 
find him? - n 
Apple. Only you come with me as I direct, and 
aſk no queſtions—When I ſtart the prey, you ſeize 
it, my maſtiff. 9 1 ' 
. Czar. Come, not an inſtant's to be loſt. (takes 
bis arm) 8 1 | 
Apple. Not ſo familiar—(puſhes him back) —Re- 
member there's ſome difference between I and 
you. 8 ile de [ 
Czar. Sir, I confeſs t—If I can but get Le- 
fort once in my power (aide) Come (going) 
| I Exit. the Czar follows. 
Apple. (Pulls bim back) After me is manners. 
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. ; |» RORNG e 
un in Cor. Laponr's Honſe, (rants open). 
op 8 Enter Con. LxTOoRT. | 8 


Col. L. As I owe my liberty to this Michael 
hoff, te do away the obligation, I'll deliver myſelf 
up to the Cear, and let him take my life; but firſt 
Michaelhotf ſhall give me ſatisfaction for the wrongs 
he has offer'd my fiſter. Where can my poor girl 
be? (looks'at the trunks) She has dreis'd—unne- 
ceſſary to render herſelf more attractive to thoſe 
who already think her an obje& worthy of inſult 
— Ah !-the ſenſible girl, prude, and coquette, are 
alike when a lover is in view. | | 


- AIR.—Cor. LerokT. 


Thoughtleſs ſmiling fair, 
Why with ftudied care, 

Practice uſeleſs art? | 
Nature's charms give every grace, 
Beſt adorn the lovely face, 94 

Beſt can trap the heart. 


Ne'er ſecur'd, tho? thus you have him, 7 
Or at beſt a fool you gain; 8 | 
By device when you enſlave him, 

Wiſe is he who flips his chain. 

Come, Tweet maid ; in dreſs tho” fimple, 
Vet thy beauties all thy own; _ 
Native bluſh, bewitching dimple, 

Thou art mine, or I'm my own. 


Exit. 


Enter Pailip, 


12— 


Phil, Now I've got home, Maſter has mou 
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this Beau- Turk Couvanſki to run away with El- 
len from me ! I'll fight him — let's ſee, I was taken 
for a gentleman, by a wile Juſtice. and his wife, 
and why not—tho' women are neither Juſtices 
or Conſtables, yet where a man is in the caſe, - 
they are moſt excellent Judges. Poor maſter's / 
ſafe in priſon, why mayn't I, by the help of his 
cloaths carry on my.frolics, and marry an heireſs ? 
-I will, —If 5 ladies run off with guittar 
maſters, and foot ootmen in livery—why not with a 
footman in the livery of honour Oh my rival— 
Hem ! I'll begin the gentleman with a Mk but 
if a duel ſhould end the. gentleman—take my 
girl from me! 


AlR.— Palit. 


Gadzounds! who now but me? 
Im ſomebody, 
Could ladies ſee 
So ſmart a figure in this coat, 
My finery they'd be trap'd in 
If quarter'd in a country town, 
I lay a crown, 
My high renown, 
* make the girls ns on me FP? 
When pretty young Phil the Captain. 
. Before the ladies Pl — a puff, | 
Hey, dem'me ! Pll march ſo bold and bluff; 
The Belles P11 kiſs, the beaux PII cuff, - 
With my tat-a-rat rantum rare ro. 


Back gammon and whiſt I play, 
a Officers way, | 
Help out his pay, 
After dinner for old black ſtra 
The bones we merrily trundle 
At cards who dare my honour doubt? 
I'm then ſo ſtout, 
I call him out, 
A noſe I pull, or a mazard flap, 
Who bids me to refund all. 


Before the ladies, &c. 
B B 2 Shou'd 
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Should a young lady besberdl . 
op, Her fame traduc'd, 2 1 ge 
By all refus'd; e 

Foor innocence, pell-mell to arms- 18 
Hier champion then regard me, * 1.4 
The ſlanderer, Ce to the arr Wa 
Receive a wound. | 
The Rdy's bound 1 
By gratitude, with all her charms, \ "th 
_ fortune to reward me. PLN: a 
Before the a 8 4e. 


(While N the Burden of the laſt verſe, flouriſh 


ing and capering he firikes himſelf againſt Cot. Le. 
Fort who enters with a written letter.) 


Cl. L. Philip! Equipp'd in my cloaths too 
Is it the retired manner I have lived in here, chat 
encourages you to take ſuch an impudent freedom. 

Phil. Sir it's all along of Nelly—So obſtinate 
ſhe would'nt let me bruſh your coat on the back 
of a chair, but would duſt it on my back, mere- 
ly, I believe to ſhew how nimbly ſhe coy'd lay 3 


rattan acroſs my ſhoulders. 


Col L. Take them off Sirrah; I want you to 


carry a letter. 


Phil Yes, Sir. 

Col L. I ſhould appear to this Michaelhoff as 
myſelf, —here—(giving a key) take out a ſuit, of 
regimentals you'll find in that trun. 

Phil. Yes, yes, Sir. (unlocks a trunk at the back 
and employs himſelf in looking for and taking out 
cloaths) 7 ſee no regimentals—Oh I have you 
here by the epaulette. | 

Col L. Michaelhoff I find is here at Deptford 
with the Czar—Make haſte, ( Philip wwho is fill 
at the trunk—Col. Lefort fits at a table, and takes 


| Jome time in folding, ſuperſeribing and ſealing the 


letter.) 
Enter 
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e Come along you—( ſpeaking þ pftly of = 
1ſ nt yonder the ſpy that was releaſed, (/ooking at 
Col Lefort) and the Colonel too. (looking at Phil: up) | 
ll nab him, why don't you come? Quick, ſoft- 
| ly, (eating off) Don't knock your high wood- _ 
en head againſt the top of the door caſe. | 

Col L. Make haſte. (to Philip. ) | 


Enter the Czar at tbe back, 


Apple. I'm right, (40 the Czar) y onder's Lefort. . 
hooking at Philip). 
Czar. There he ĩs indeed. (Voting at Col Lefort). 
Apple. There ! no, there you oaf, look. 
Czar. I am looking at him. 
Apple. Are you? This yougquint moſt abomi- 
nab] 
Gl. L. Have you got the cloaths ? 
Phil. Here they are, Sir, (advances to Col Le- 
fort with the cloaths—Applejack and the Czar retire.) 
Col. L. Go deliver this letter as directed, (Phi- 
lip being incumber'd with the cloaths lays it on the. 
table) Quick, and leave thoſe in the next room 
for me. : x 
Phil. I fly. .. 
Col L. (Looking out) Yes ! ha, ha, ha! I thought 
ſhe had been dreſſing, and moſt ſplendidly . 
Czar. By heaven 'tis Ottokeſa! * here 
with Lefort! TRUE) Snot a doubt of her 77 


: | (fide) 
Enter Orrokxsa, n dreſpd). 


Otto, Now by your ſmiling do I ſuppoſe you 
think at ſuch a juncture, my mind might have 
been 


9 3 TT T cus 
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| been better employ'd than upon the decoration 
of my perſon, but don't chide me, for in it! 


have onhy your good at heart my © me * 
Car. Her dear Lefort! * 
je) 


W „ ob Nay Ottokeſa, you give WET 
much concern on my account, but what' 
Purpoſe in attiring yourſelf thus? 


8 your 


Otto. To throw myſelf at the feet of the Crar 


and implore his mercy if he has any. 

Col L. He has, but not for me, great in all his 
actions, yet he purſues my life with deſpicable re- 
venge—Oh ! were he not my ſovereign and with 


a ſword wou'd but meet me in a deſart then he 


might feel what it was to wrong Lefort. 


ſoldier. 
AIR. Orroxksa. 


Fly oblivion, death to fame 
 - Hence, nor noble deeds eraſe; 
Fling thy veil o'er pallid ſhame 
Nor dare the gen'rous ſoldier face ; 
From his ſweet 4 meſtic Bow'r 
Where he fits with roſes crown'd 
Honour bids the Hero tow'r 
Hear her in the trumpet's ſound. © 


[Ereunt. 
Czar. (advancing) Meet you in a deſart! ex- 


Otto. Cheriſh that ſpirit ; ou hall be again a 


Cee c 


cept the puniſhing your private, fair advocate, my 
ſoul] could'nt receive a greater tranſport. Suffer 


myſelf to be decoy'd from the path of glory, by 


attachment to a ſmiling wanton ! yet if ſhe loves 
him her conſtancy is noble. What's here? (/ook- 
ing at the leiter which Philip bad left on the table) 
Michaelhoff! directed tu me by my aſſumed 


name, (opens it and reads) * Sir, The cenſure of 
„my Sovereign I abide, but no other man on 


« .carth 


. 
” p 
= 
4 R 1 — 6 1 
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* earth ſhall wrong me or mine, my de ad- 
« mit of no delay, in two hours hene 1 thall be 
« at the weſt end of Greenwich Park, where I ex- 
you'll anſwer with yourſword—Lefort.” — 
i don't know the ground of this quarrel with me, 
as Michaelhoff, unleſs it be to contend with me 
for the heart of Ottokeſa, diſpute that with him 
and all mankind I Will—this is the with of my 
ſoul, in giving him his revenge .now I can take 
my own. 


Re-exter PHiiie, 


Phil. Old Applejack's ftriding thro” the field 
after me was for no good lucky I gave him the 
double round the hedge, but where the plague 
could | have left the letter my malter gave me to 
give this Michaelhoff, ( percerving the Czar) Eh 
what great ſtrange fellow's this in our houſe 
(looks at the letter in the Czars's hand) why by the 
lord this is the very—then I e you've read 
that? 

Czar. I have. 

Phil. Then perhaps you cd's it too ? 

Czar, I did. 

Phil. You did! then you did a confonnded 
1 ching to open and read another man's 
etter. 

Czar, It's mine my name is Michaelhoff. 
Phil. Oh, then as I have delivered you the 
letter by your own hand, you'll give me an 
anſwer. 

Czar, Tell the atlas; I ſhall be ready to 
give him what he demands. 

Phil. Give it me, and I'll keep it for him. 
Czar. Follow him with my anſwer, or PI | 
cruſh you to atoms. 

Phil. Yes, Sir. frightened) 


Czar. 
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Czar: Say, I'll meet him.— Go! 3 

Phil. Ves, yes, Sir. [ Exit, terrified, 

Czar. I burn to chaſtiſe the rival in my love, 
and the rebel to my authority. 


AIR—Czar: 


Welcome liberty and joy 

From me Cupid, Idle boy! 

Lead the fair one in thy hand 
Reaſon bids obey command, 

Let her take the frolic wile 
Scornful frown and winning ſmile, 
But the frowns no more alarm 
Where the {mile has loſt its charm 
Yet I ſtill allow thee fair 

Tho' deceit I muſt not bear. 


Come Minerva blue ey'd maid 
Bring lov'd ſcience to mine aid, 
Poliſh'd manners, art refin'd 

Soft embelliſhments of mind, 

Rays from thy bright burniſh'd helm 
Chaſe rude darkneſs from my realm 
Next oh lend a pond'rous ſpear, 
Such as Mars himſelf might bear; 
Subjects wild to civilize 

And the foreign foe chaſtiſe. 


[ Exit. 


SCENE IV; and laſt. 


Greenwich Park. 


Enter Cor. LrrokT, (in regimentals). 


Col. L. I hope this Michaelhoff will anſwer 
my challenge—l repent having entruſted it to 
Philip.—It's near the time.—For Greenwich 
Park, this ſeems the moſt remote part I cou'd 
have fixed on. It appears, this Michaelhoff 


is the ſervile follower of Prince Menzikoff, 
| a villlain 


bi 
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4 villain! that wou'd baſely wrong my ſiſter, 
and build his fortune on delivering me up to th 
Czar; but my ſword 


AIR. — Col. LErokT. 


Vengeance for a people's wrongs, 

To the ſoldier's arm belongs; 

Yet while fame records his deeds, 

And he for his country bleeds; 

Len him, whilſt the ſword he draws, 
n the great, the general cauſe; 

Guards the honour of a throne, 

Let him ſtill protect his own, 


Ha! I hear footſteps—He comes 
Enter the Cz ax, (in regal dreſs.) 


The Czar! 

Czar. You ſent me a challenge—I'm here to 
your hour Draw. (Draws) 

Col. L. Sir, I never dared 

Czar, Lefort, I am Michaelhoff; on the ſpot 
where our diſpute aroſe, I was your Sovereign, 
and conſiſtent with the duty of a ſubje&, you 
could not then claim the right of a ſoldier—now 
am out of my dominions we're upon equal terms. 
If the Emperor wrong'd you, the man offers you 
reparation. 
Col. L. Oh, Sir, ſee before you a broken ſpi- 
Tit, a heart flaw'd by adverſity ; under your diſ- 
pleaſure, my life has been a burthen, Take it— 
(Kneels.) 


Enter OrrokksA, and CommMonpoRE Sw1vEri. 


Otto. Ah, Michaelhoff! Would you kill my 
brother ? | 


VOL, 111, ee | Czar. 
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Czar. How, Madam Lefort your brother } 
Then have I wrong'd you, my Ottokeſa. 

Otto, Unkind lover, raiſe him to your heart, 
for he's worthy your eſteem. 

Col. L. Sir, pardon my fiſter, tho' ſhe loy'd 
you as the man ſhe ſuppos'd you to be, her 
thoughts never aſpired to the hand of her Sove. 
reign. 

Otto. Sovereign! 

Czar. But ſtill your faithful Michaeloff, a title 
which I glory in more this inſtant than the Em- 
peror of Muſcovy. 

Otto. Amaz'd with awe! Yet why ſhould 1 
endeavour to conceal my humble, yet preſump- 
tuous hope—Oh, Sir, your diſpleaſure has ſhow: 
ered woes on us both, but one word ſeals my 
happineſs—pardon my brother, 

Czar. It he'll forgive me, and reſtore me to my 
enſigncy in his regiment, my future conduct ſhall 
be an example of obedience even to a drummer. 
| {pour} was it then for Lefort himſelf 

gave you the diſcharge? (t Oro) At the very 
time I fought his liſe I bluſh for my vindictive 
ſpirit—and your poor Artiſt too, whoſe works | 
io much admired, (To the Commodore) 

Com, Ay, 1 hop'd his merit, and your gene- 
roſity, Sir, might moor you both again in the har» 
bour of F riendſhip. 

Otto, Ah, Commodore; war is your concern: 
you ſce a lady is the beſt peace-maker, 


Enter CounT CouvàNs kl. 


Cou, Flutes, fiddles, hautboys, inundations of 
melodious founds to drown the foul in harmony- 
I'm come to beg your Majeſty will honour my 


wedding with your royal prelence, and here comes 
my 


ſo 
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my ſuper- elegant bride I know ſhe'll refuſe me, 
ſo I may venture. (aide) 


Euter ELLEN. 


Otto. Ellen! my cloaths I think, 

Czar, Madam give me leave to preſent you 
do — | 

Ellen. To your nephew the footman. I beg to 
be excuſed, Mr, Toby the butler. 

Cou. And you really won't have me, I drea 
ed this cruel ſtroke of fate. | 


vows? 

Con. Oh yes, we're all free now if I cou'd 
but find my little ſempſtreſs, the throw out of 
marriage ſecures her to me. (aſide) Sir ſince this 
lovely goddeſs rejects my ſupplications, there is 
2 certain young girl. —I confeſs ſhe is only an 
humble milliner—Love has brought down my 
ſpirit.—lf your Highneſs would grant your ſanc- 


tion for our union 
Czar, Hold Count; Firſt pay homage to the 


# 


* 


future partner of my Empire. (preſenting Ottoke/a, 


Count Couvanſti Rneels to her) 

Otto. How ! the dignified Count Couvanſki 
kneeling to the © humble little milliner”, 

Al. Ha, ha, ha! 

Con. You Madam !—Ts it poſſible? - What the 
devil! Marry her!—Can he know Lefort's her 
brother. My gracious Lord you muſt be igno- 
rant the lady is ſiſter to Colonel Lefort. 

Czar. Here Couvanſki is Lefort himſelf, 

Chu. That Lefort! and reconcil'd!— Well this 
is the moſt miraculous but who is this then 
that 1 have been taking for the Colonel. 

C C2 Enter 


Czar, Then Madam you releaſe him from his 
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Enter Pil Ip in his own dreſs, led Priſoner by Ma, 
and MRS. APPLE Ack and Nix. 


Apple. Here your Highneſs, I deliver up the 
traitor Colonel, and claim a hundred pounds re- 
ward for apprehending him, for I was obliged to 
do it all over again thanks to that ſcampering 
Count. 

Cou. Oh, you'll get the hundred pounds re- 
ward. Ha, ha, ha! NIGHTS 

Apple. Yes I will, and Pl} be reimburs'd all the 
money I laid out for him. 

Cou. Then you laid out a deal of money for 
him. Ha, ha, Ba! | 

Apple. Why he drank a matter of two dozen 
of Champaigne on me. EVER 

Cou. Champaigne. The Juſtice is bit. 

Col. L. Why, what have you done now poor 
Philip ? | | 

Phil. Nothing good maſter, ſo pray have me 
undone. (points to the cords on his arms) 

Apple. What do you mean by Philip ? 

Cou. Why don't you hear that's poor Philip 
that has drank gur Champaigne ? 

Apple. I fay that he mayn't be reſcued any 
more, ſtep over the tedious proceſs of trial by 
Jury, and hang him up at once: The Emperor 
of Morocco's ambaſſador cut off his ſlave's head 
in Piccadilly, and why may not you Royal Sir ? 
Phil. Nelly, are you ſorry for me? 

Ellen. Yes, Philip; when I thought you fine, 
didn't think of you at all; but now I ſee you 
in trouble; I feel I truly love you. 

Phil. So then the only proof of your love is 


my trouble. 3 
: Apple- 
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Apple. What is he really not the Colonel Am 
to be chous'd out of my hundred pounds ! Is 
nobody to be hang'd ? | 

Phil. Hang yourſelf. 

Apple. Fire and combultibles, this the cele- 
brated incendiary that bas led me over hedge 
and ditch—O you Will-o-the Wiſp! But Sir, 
for my zeal, mayn't I have the honor of kiſſing 
your Majeſty's hand on ſome pretty poſt ? 

Czar. What, ſalute “the fin of a grampus“? 

Apple. (looking at the Czar) Tis he, the prince 
of carpenter's! | 

Czar. That I ſhould baniſh ſuch talents to find 
them abroad. (7 Colonel Lefort) Count, by your 
falſe purſuit of London pleaſures, you've ga- 
ther'd weeds in a flower garden—moſt contempt- 
ible, the degenerate noble who plumes himſelf 
upon the illuſtrious actions of his anceſtors ; but 
the man who by his own worth riſes from a pri- 
vate ſtation, gives nobility its trueſt luſtre, the 
dignity of merit. Commodore, fhou'd any of 
my ſucceſſors forget that 'tis to Britain they owe 
their firſt ſpark. of Naval Glory, may Britiſh 
thunder puniſh their ingratitude. Come now my 
amiable Ottokeſa, let me ſhew the Engliſh Court, 
that it's my pride, to bid you ſhare a Throne 
your virtues muſt adorn, 


FINALE. 


OTTOKESA, 


Life ſhews Spring reviving, winter to deſtroy, 

But it's happy ſummer, friends; let's now enjoy, 

See the intrepid Hero to each ill reſigned, 

Then never fading wreaths his temples bind. 1 
ft 
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Let voice and heart be gay, 
Let pleaſure crown the days 
And raiſe the jocund lay. 


CHORUS, 


Let voice and heart, &c. \ 


ELLEN. 


Gad · a- mercy, Maſter Philip, if you wont, 
Another will you know ; 
What pray, Sir, do you mean, you cap'ring Count, 
To uſe a woman ſo ? 4 4 
Wou'd you'd never knew me, 
Sure you came to woo me, 
Only to undo me, 
Devil's in the beau |! 


Party, 


Put a finger in an eye, poor Nelly, 
And has it loſt it's Doll? 
When I've got a bottle in my pate, 
Perhaps I'll at your window call. 
When] chuſe to drop in, 
Or, my eye-brow pop in, 
Do not let that Fop in, 
Pretty little Poll. 


Cor. LEPORT. 


Life ſhews ſpring reviving, 
Winter to deſtroy, 
But it's ſmiling ſummer, 
Friends, let's now enjoy. 
As happy be our gay amuſements ſeen, 
As ruſtic gambols on the dewy green. 


CHORUS, 


Let voice and heart, &c. 
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O'er our nuptial banquet, tho” innocence prefide, 
Yet to merry Momus we'll throw the portal wide, 


Czar. 


Maids all roſy bluſhing flit the mazy round, 
Feather footed pleaſure lightly trip the ground, 


CHORUS, 


Let voice and heart, &c, 


Ms. APPLEJACK. 


What the deuce, my dainty Madam Slip-ſlop, 
Is your fine new coach broke down ? 


CounT Couvansxkri. 


Dem'me too ſevere upon my quondam, 


Miſs Maraud don't dare to frown. (0 Applejack) 


APPLEJACK. 


Hark'ee, little crack hemp, if you'll marry Nell 
A noble hundred pound. 


PRILIp. 


Is it the reward for taking me pray tell 
My little ſly blood hound. 
Pl, my little trimbo 
With my arma kimbo 
Shoye you into limbo. 
*Sblood if here you're found. 


OTTOKESA, 


Mantling cheeks, eyes ſparkle, wit ſhall point the jeſt, 
At the feaſt of reaſon, love's a welcome gueſt, * 
er 
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O'er our higheſt bliſſes, tears of pity flow, 
And prove the nobleſt joy's to heal anothers we, 


CHORUS, 


Let voice and heart be gay, 
Let pleaſure crown the day, 
And' raiſe the jocund lay. 
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THE 


LONDON HERMIT ; 


OR, 


RAMBLES IN DORSETSHIRE. 


2 E's 


SCENE I. 


Before a Country Inn and great Gates leading to 
WurrmMy's Houſe. 


Enter BaxLEycoRN, ( from the Inn.) 


BARLEY CORN, 


Tosr, Toby Thatch ! what doſt ſtand gaping 
about there ? 


Enter Tozx. 


Toby. Been up hill to look towards great road. 

Bar. Any carriages coming? 

Toby. Fine coach and four horſes—a high 
thing o· me· chay a phæton (I think they call 
it) and a whiſkey-me-gig. 

D D 2 Bar 
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Bar. And there's a boat full of company juſt 
put in at the cove, all to ſee Squire Whimmy's 
improvements Then there's our poney-race, 
Dang my buttons, we ſhal] have a houſe full to. 
day. What a donkey was I to let that daughter 
of mine go gadding to Blandford. Company 
flocking, - and my child, that ought to have my 
intereſt at heart, when ſhe ſhou'd be preparing 
entertainment for the gueſts, mayhap, ſhe's now 
gawking over a race-courle, 1885 
Toby. And all the buſineſs left upon J. 
Bar. Always grumbling, you idle raſcal. 
Toby. Well, I've more trades than the beſt idle 
raſcal in all England. I bes waiter and attend 
the company, as oſtler I waits on horſes; I paints 
the names on the ſmugglers* boats; I plays the 
fiddle at church; I'm a tight lockſmith; I'm a 
bit'n of pariſh conſtable ; and for walking on meſ- 
ſages to Weymouth, Blandford, Corte, Poole, 
or Wareham, I'm allow'd to be as {mart a foot- 
pad as any in the county of Dorſet. (Laughing 
J without.) There's the *Squire's ſarvants within, 
0 ha ! ha ! ha — they have rare ſtingo at home, 
and yet come drinking our taplaſh, III go ſarve 
'em (going) but there's their maſter come 
upon em ;—he's in a mortiſh fury with ſom'at. 
Bar. Dang my buttons! This daughter of 
mine not come home yet, and here the houſe 
now chuck full. | 
Toy. I'll run and ſee; for I warrants Kitty 
will bring home ſome fine ballads. (ide) 
Bar. Our ſubſcription's not full to buy the 
ſilver cup; and the folks are already gaping fur 


1 the race. Take you the paper about and ax what 
3 the company will give towards it, | 
. Joby, I wool, | [ Exit, 


Bar. 
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Bar. My daughter Kitty! This is letting her 
go ſee relations —** Do now, Couſin Barley- 
corn Kitty muſt ſpend 2 day or two with us 
« at our races {he'll ſee all the new faſhions.” 
Then, its © Miſs Kitty, and, Miſs Kitty muſt 
% have ſome divarſion, and Miſs Kitty muſt 
« drink tea with us, and Miſs Kitty mult walk 
© jn Brianſton Meadows, and Miſs Kitty muſt 
« dance at the Ball at the Greyhound.” But Pll 
walk and dance her! Promis'd to ſend her home 
to me laſt night, and here this is Wedneſday. 
Inſtead of brown mugs for the company, I might 
have ſilver tankards for the money I've laid out 
upon her cloaths. Oh! theſe women with their 
gauzes, flippeties, top-knots and what-nots— 
ch !—the 'Squire—ſeems in a woundy paſſion, 


Enter Wntur. 


bim. You, ſirrah! did I not build this inn 
here for you at the very entrance of my improve- 
ments? Did not I put you and your family into 
it, and an't you getting money here as if you 
coin'd it? Is it not a bean-garden, that I've 
turn'd you into ; and an't you fattening in it, 
like a baſe ungrateful great boar as you are. 

Bar. Great boar! I don't underſtand what 
your honour, would be at. 

Whim. Here, on the very day that I have aypro- 
priated to oblige the world of taſte and faſhion, 
by ſhowing them my houſe, pictures, gardens, 


and improvements, you mult fix your twopenny' 


poney-race. 
Bar. I did it to draw company to the village. 
* Whim. 
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I/ſhim. Yes, to your own paltry alehouſe, you 
ſordid clod. F * 
Bar. Improvements - Who'd come to view 
your improvements, Sir, if they w'an't fure of a 
good dinner from me? If they can eat marvel and 
drink water, they may feaſt upon your improve. 
ments; but after all their eye-gluttony in your 
gardens, their palates are ready enough for a 
Scotch-collop at the Red Lion. Here, you Toby, 
f) 
Y 


why don't you mind the company. (calling » 
Dang my buttons !—Landlord !—Big boar—Pa 
his rent. Exit muttering, 
Whim. Here's plebian gratitude!—Oh ! plague 
of the fingers that ſign'd your leaſe. — 
Pranks. (without) No, no, — III walk up te 


Whimmpy's. 


Enter PRANKS. 


Oh! why he's here—How d'ye do, Dick?— 


Found you out, eh! | 
Mbim. My name is Richard. — What! the 


friend of my youth, Billy Pranks I- (aide) Now 


ſhall I be twitted with former favours, and I don't 


like that, 4 
Pranks. So, you've pick'd up the mocufſes in 


the Indies! Pack'd up, came over.— Never look'd 


after me. 


Whim. I aſk'd every body after vou. : 

Pranks, What! I ſuppole you aſk'd King Charles, 
at Charing-croſs;—Nobody about *Change could 
tell of William Pranks, the banker of Lombard- 
ſtreet? You hound, I was your friend when you 


hadn't another. 


I/him. Hound, what's the matter with you? 
| Wou'd 
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Wou'd you have me advertiſe or fend the bellman 
about to cry you? . 
Pranks. You're moſt plaguily alter'd for the 
worſe. How's your daughter? fine girl I hear; 
wonder'd at it, when J thought of your phiz. 
Whim. As civil as ever. 
Pranks. You ſhall give her to my nephew, the 
ereateſt rogue in England. 

Whim. Why there may be finer. girls than my 
daughter, ver I think ſhe's too good for a rogue. 
Pranks. Where did you make your fortune ? 

Whim. You know in the Indies to be ſure. 
(afide) If I had millions this fellow ſtill overawes 
me, that I'm a mere mouſe before him. 


Pranks. I ſcorn to remind you but you owe | 


all that fortune to me. 

Whim. (afide) Iwill be long enough before I 
repay you, | 

Pranks. Only think of all the good things I've 
done for you. Didn't I ſuffer you to write for 
me from fix in the morning to ſeven at night; 
lock*d you up, and fed you upon bread and chceſe, 
to ſharpen your induſtry upon the grindſtone of 
neceſũty. 

5 Whim. Yes; you did keep me to the grind- 
one. 

Pranks. Wasn't it I got you out to Bombay in 
the reſpectable line of a guinea-pig? Didn't I 
procure for you letters to the governor and gene- 
ral officers ? Didn't I write myſelf, © This young 
* man, the bearer, is a prudent lad, that will 
« do all your dirty work:?“ 

Whim. Certainly, your letter did me great 
honour. 

Pranks. Didn't you derive all your intereſt from 
2 pamphlet that I wrote, and gave you the * 

| of, 
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of, tho* Ithought 'twou'd bring the author to the 
pillory ? 88 5 
him. You were very kind. 

Pranks. Didn't I, to give you notoriety, ſpur 
you on to kick the captain that horſewhip'd the 
duke on the race- ground, tho? I was ſure he'd blow 
your ear off for it. 

l bim. 1 acknowledge all your goodneſs, 

Pranks, Then give your daughter to my ne- 
phew ; they ſhall have every penny I'm worth 
when I die. 

Whim. Aye; but there's danger of your living 
a great while, Billy. | 

3 What! are you afraid of it you golden 
calf? 4 

Whim. Where is your nephew? 

Pranks. He was in the Temple; is now in the 
Kings Bench; he does't know it, but it's I that 
keep him there, to make him, from a dread of 
confinement, avoid running in debt. Shan't give 
him two ſixpences, unleſs he marries your daughter, 

 Whim. Aye; but I've promis'd her to a good 
young man in the neighbourhood here, who has 
made the tour of Europe. Ah! Mr. Peregrine 
brought home taſte enough to lay out my gardens, 
diſpoſe my ſtatues, and make yon ſpot the ſeat of 
virtù and elegance. | 

Pranks. (aſide) Got his money like a knave, 
and now ſpends it Itke a fool. | 

Whim. Not half an hour ſince I actually pro- 
mis'd Mr, Peregrine that he ſhould marry Dian 
tomorrow. 

Pranks. But, don't you recollect a prior pro- 
miſe to me? Didn't you engage if you ever made 
a fortune and had a child, my next a-kin ſhou'd 
have both? 

Whim, 


c 
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bim. Aye; but Peregrine will ſhoot me if I 
break my word to him. | | 
Pranks, Break it with me, and I'll cut your 

wizen. | 
bim. Oh dear! I'm brought into this di- 
lemma by my bad memory. Harkye, Billy, I'II 
make Peregrine wait, on pretext that his conſtancy - 
muſt be tried;,—Yes, I'll ſend him to travel again 
for five years. | 
Pranks. Inſtead of marriage, let him go to- 
morrow. | | 5 
Whim. Aye; but on his return he'll claim my 
promiſe. 
Pranks, Pſhaw !—his back turn'd, my nephew r 
will be here ;-—I've already ſent for him; Tom's a 
ſprightly blade, monſtrous wicked tho'.—ls this 


the entrance to your grounds? 


Whim, Yes, I've tranſported Italy into England. 
Pranks. Italy ! 8 
Whim. Here you'll ſee gardens. 

Pranks, I've a garden at Brixton Cauſeway. 

] bim. Such bananas---then my hot-houſe— 
half a dozen ſuch peaches laſt Chriſtmas! upon a 
ſum up, the rearing will coſt me two guineas a 
piece, 

Pranks. For whoſe eating ? 

Whim. My own, to be ſure. 

Pranks, Old Nick jump after them; ſwallow 
in a minute, what would have kept a whole fa- 
mily for a twelyemonth ! - 

bim. Wer'n't they my own? 

Pranks. Superfluities are not our own, whilſt 
the poor want common neceflaries. When do 
you dine? | 

him. Not till to-morrow, becauſe I reſign 
my houſe and improvements to-day, io the ad- 
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miration of a wondering public; but you ſhall 
ſup with me, my friend. 


Pranks, Thank ye. 


Enter BARLEYCORN. 


Bar. Sir, Parſon Jack be making collections 
for the poor ſufferers that were burnt out there at 
Minehead. He has ſent the paper here, to put 
down your worſhip's name for a trifle. 

Whim. I wiſh Parſoa Jack would mind the by. 
ſineſs of his own pariſh ; what have we to do with 
the poor of another _ 

Pranks. Hark ye, Di Whimmy, in the hour 
of calamity, the unhappy of every country are our 
fellow-citizens (gives _ ) Put that down. 

Bar. Your name, Sir ? 

Pranks, Never mind my name—lIf I can do 
any good, I don't want to blow a trumpet about 
it. 

Mbim. Eh ! well, as it's charity, I'll give 

Bar. How much, Sir ? 

IWhim. I'll give them—As I love to be modeſt, 
put down plain Mr. Richard Whimmy, one pound 
one. 
Bar. I'll give it myſelf, and dang me if your 

ſhabby name ſhall diſgrace our pariſh paper. 
1 Exit. 

Pranks. That fellow has a ſoul, 

him. There's a ſaucy villain. 

Pranks, Yes z but Dick, a ſordid mind ſinks a 
man into contempt, thou gh maſter of millions. 

MA bim. I deſire, Billy, not to hear diſagreeable 
things; will you come up with me now? No! 
Well, you'll excuſe me till ſupper.—I muſt give 
Tully, my gardener, his leſſon- and no hermit 


got yet! Look! I've advertiſed for a man to fit 
dreſſed 


U 
[1 
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drefled up as a hermit, in the hermitage of my 


gardens. (pointing to an advertiſement paſted on a 
ſyn pot) . 
Pranks, Dick, have a good ſupper; remember 


old times. 
bim. Yes, I ſhall never forget bread and 


| Cheeſe. [ Exit, 


Pranks. Invites every body to ſee his gardens, 
and then the ſhy churl ſneaks out of the way. Tell 
me of carvings and paintings ! I fay the beſt part 
of a gentleman's houſe is his kitchin and wi 
cellar, | 


Enter Toby. 


Toby. Shall your horſe have any oats, Sir? 
Pranks, Yes, Sir; but if you pleaſe, Sir, I'll 


ke him eat them myſelf, Sir; for if che poor 


beaſt is cheated, he can't even ſummons us to a 
court of conſcience. [ Exit. 

Toby. Stand to look at a horſe eating corn ! 
then you muſt be main fond of ſeeing other folks 
at dinner, [ Exit. 


Enter Tom PRAMks, and KitTTY BARLEYCORN in 
travelling dreſſes. 


Tom P. Exceeding fine weather indeed Ma'am, 
but kave you forgot any thing in the chaiſe. 
Kitty, Oh dear! yes, ( ſearching ber pockets. 


Enter PosT Bov. 


Pt B. Miſs you dropt this, [Exit. 
Kitty, My book of ballads that I bought at 


Blandford, 
FE 2 Tem P. 
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Tom P. A divine girl but what does ſhe 
want with a book of ballads ? (afide)—Really 
Miſs don't you go any farther ? 

Kitty, Why no, Sir. hope he won't find out 
that my father keeps this inn here. (afide)—Sir, 


I wait here, and expect my friends to ſend a fer. 


vant and a horſe for me. 

Tom P. Then you're fond of riding, 1 preſume, 
ma'am ? 

Kitty. Yes, Sir, with a pillion, 

Ten P. Oh I- behind — Heavens! that I 
was the happy ſervant to ride before you. 

Kitty, Cou'dn't expect a gentleman like you, 
Sir.——Dear, I'm afraid my father or Toby will 
come out to expoſe me. (Aide) Then, Sir, you' re 
going on to Weymouth? _ 

Tom P. Yes, Ma'am, my feet, head, body, 
and hands, but my ſoul remains at——What' 
the name of this village, Ma'am ? 

Kitty. I really don't know, Sir,—though | 
was born in it. (Ade) 

Tem P. I wonder do we change horſes here, 
or get another chaiſe ? _ 

Kitty. I fancy, Sir, you change the carriage. 
I wiſh it was ready and he'd be off, though when 
he's gone, 1 ſhall be indeed unbappy. (aſide) 

Tom P. Won't you take ſome refreſhment! 
we'd beſt ſtep in.—Permit me the honour of 
accompanying you. 

Kit. (4 2) Oh dear ! when he finds out who 
I am, be'll deſpiſe me. Why no, Sir—my grand 
Papa's ſervant may be now waiting, and he's 2 
very croſs cruſty grumps, if he'd ſee a gentle- 
man with me. 

Tem P. Then, Madam, tho a 8 con- 
ference with you wou'd give me the higheſt feli- 


city 
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city yet my intruſion ſhall not be the means. of 
your incurring the diſpleaſure of pour friends. 
Kitty. Sir, you're exceedingly. polite— How 
genteel, kind and generous! He muſt be ſome. 
very great gentleman. (aide) Sir, tho“ your 
horſe was' nt ſucceſsful at Blandford races, | hope 
it won't have any, effect upon the pleaſantry of 
your temper ? | 

Tom P. Oh! Ma'am, I loſt only a couple of 
thouſands on it A mere nothing Tho' it hasn't 
left me another guinea in the world. Eh ! what's 
going on yonder up the hill? a race I believe. 

Kitty. Yes, Sir, for the filver cup, —Dear ! 
W hat a fine thing *twou'd be. for father to win 
— Cur parlour cuſtomers love to drink out of 

ver. 

Tom. P. Cuſtomers ! 

Kitty, (afide and confuſed) Oh, Lud!—I mean, 
Sir—my papa—likes a race, Sir, your moſt 
obedient humble ſervant. 

Tom P. Madam, (they part with ceremony and 
tenderneſs). [ Exit Fitty into the houſe. 
Oh, by Heavens ! ſhe's a cherubim! a good 
fortune, I dare ſay—thinks me rolling in gold, 
Ah! ſhe'll be in all the faſhionable blaze of Wey- 
mouth, and ſhou'd I fee her, I muſt ſneak out 
of the way with my empty pockets, 


Enter PRREORINE. 


Pere. I was right enough—'tis Tom Pranks. 

Tom P. What! my worthy Cambridge Johnian, 
George Peregrine? ah! howd'ye do? 

Pere.. But Tom, what has brought you here ? 


what are you on ? 
N | | Tom A - 
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Tom P. I'm on air, fire! Are you on a viſit 


here ? | 


Pere. Viſit! no, at home; I've a ſort. of 4 


little lodge hard by, at which I ſhall be very hap- 
to ſee you; but, come; what brought you 
down here? To ſee Mr. Whimmy's gardens? 
Tom P. Whimmy ! who's he? No, you can't 
conceive what a variety of high—low—jack— 
and game, ſince the morning we parted at the 
Crown and Anchor, you in a poſt-chaife for Do- 
ver: I in a phaeton for Newmarket, juſt run 2 


horſe at Blandford—loſt—beſt of the fun; I'm at 


this moment a priſoner in the King's Bench. 


Pere. n nee in the King's Bench, and a 


hundred and twenty two miles from town ? Why 
Tom, you've ſkipp'd out of bounds indeed! 

Tem P. You may ſuppoſe, George, that my 
expences far exceeded my uncle's allowance; 
thought to help out by a lucky hit now and then, 
ſo bought a blood mare at Tatterſalls, had her 
put into training, then entered for the plate at 
Blandford—a beantiful thing—the crack of the 
courſe—but before the meeting, a few poſitive 
mechanical raſcals thruſt me into the King's Bench, 
where I liv'd as nohly as a newſpaper writer in 
for a libel.—Muſt go to Blandford though, ſo 
procured the rules, and in hopes the turf could 
bring me in money enough to pay my debts, off 
1 ſpank'd for Dorlſetfhire, and, ſpite of infor- 
mers appear'd on the courſe. The opinion ſeemed 
all in favour of my mare; but like a curſed 
green-horn, I withdrew her from the plate, and 
made a by-match to run her againſt Lord Skel- 
ter's Sour-crout, to ride ourſelves—bur after the 


fiſt round, my infernal groom told me I carried 


tao 
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too much weight, Aung part away, came in n firſt; | 
but my Lord inſiſted on our being again weighed, 
I was too light by a pound and an half, fo that 
though I won, I loſt the race; two thouſand. to 
his Lordſhip ; in ſhort every guinea of.a full five 
thouſand that an . honeſt methodiſt preacher,. my 
landlord in the rules, raifed to equip me for the 
expedition. . 
Pere. Ah, Tom! I thought when you and [ 
were at Cambridge together, your ſcampers to 
Newmarket would turn to this at laſt. 
Tom P. Certainly it's life, my boy.—You 1 were 
always a dead fag, and I was a blood, You 
hacks I never could prevail on you, even then, 
to make one of our toxophilite club. 
Pere. But where are you going now? 
Tom P. Can you tell me? Dem'me if I can tell 
you.—Sir, I was diſtreſſed—diſtrafted, _ 
Pere. Ay! but Tom, your mare, —a ſhe 
won 
Tom P. She's gone; ſold her for five hundred, 
went to dinner, tuck'd three bottles under my 
girdle —hopp'd off as ſteady as old time to the 
aſſembly, laugh'd at the minuets—tol lol, ad- 
journ'd to a ug hazard party—loſt every face— 
rolled d into the ſtreet at eight in the morning 
ſaw a carriage at the Greyhound door—pretty 
girl all alone—finding it was à return chaile, ſtept 
in without knowing whither bound—had a moſt 
delectable chat—a lovely creature — ſingle hi- 
ther we've come — he's there - l'm here—ſhe's - 
an angel with a great fortune I'm a dog * | 
out the price of a collar. 
Pere. Ha! ha! ha! Well this is a moſt curi- 
ous detail of your adventures. But Tom you 
Mao | hav'n't 


e bene, Pm _ to be martie 
to the heireſs of this eſtate, a 
Tom P. Indeed ! this is your myzzing for A 


| Fellowſhip p- 


Pere. But won't you. return to the King's 


Bench? 
Tim P. No'! can't do chat; they'd never kt 


me out again. 


Pere. Yes; but if you're found out dere, it 
will be worſe : what will you do? | 

Tom P. What will I do? 'Ptha! ROO always 
Fenk me to the mathematics: fling by 'your 

clid, and you tell me what ſhall I do. 

Pere. Ha! ha! ha! the very thing for Jon, 
Tom, ha! ha! ha! 
I H. Plague of your fneer; what are you 
At 
Pere. Read 5 paper. 
Tom P. Paper! (reads the afuer tiſement) « 4 


' 


„liberal offer. Wanted a perſon to fit drefſed 


ec as a hermit in the hermitage of very *eapi- 


«tal gardens: on condition of his *attendance 


<< for five years, he will be entitled to à gratuity 
N of one thouſand pounds, and three hundred a 

« year for the remainder of his life, For patti- 

*. e inquire within.” — Eh! what's all." this 


about? Hermit! 
Pere. Tom, don't you think · f itting in che her 


mitage preferable to a coop in the King's Bench. 
Suppoſe you apply for this. 


Tem P. Me! what I turn hermit Pc, nou· 


ſenſe ! a high go, faith. 

Pere. wiil your .uncle pay your debts ? 

Tom P. He! I've got a hint *twas he threw me 
I priſon. No! I never ſhall touch an ounce 


his. 


Pere. 
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Pere. A thouſand 
year for life ! 

Jm P. Oh! but to 5 55 it tell among 
one's friends? mine are all bucks. 


guineas—three ka a 


Pere. While you can keep Pace with them i in 


flaſh and expence: but driven into a corner by. 
ickneſs or poverty, there they leave you. 
Tem P. Three hundred à ear 


Pere. If you think it an object Thani for, , 


your getting the fituation, 

Tom P. What elſe can I do? for when 10 came 
into this village, I didn't know which way to 
turn my face; back to London I cannot go ; I'll 
have it—a thouſand three hundred a year | I'll 
have it. 

Pere. No, but ſtop can believe has you 'd 
continue five years in ſolitudde? 

Tom P. Be independent af uncle-»drefy'd. up 
in a gown and long beard, dam'me, I'll be a fine 
old bald-headed buck—belides. the changein my 
perſon, if the marſhal ſhould. ſend, conſtables. 
down here after me the yery thing! 

Pere. Then I'll introduce you. Stop in the 
houſe a few minutes, and I'l acquaint Mr. Whim- 
Tom p. Do tell him ru be a hermit, a pilgrim. 
(gt) 

nn penance for paſt folly, n 
A pilgrim ye and ll,” ne 
e 
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Bite, If it had; we ſhou'd have tipp'd' over, 
been knock d ageinſt Durdle Door r EO tity 
call it: | 


Pox. Fknot bitter; welſhou's 1 Mime ll 
a ſwallow— boxing About three — in dabbling 
oars. We came upon a party ef pleaſure, aud 
had nothing but croſſes and wrangling. Keep 
your temper like Mr. Apathy youder. © 

Bite. Aye! Becauſe Mr. ; arm is a man of 
faſhion; His, abſent inſipidity is thobght agreeable. 
He don? t ſeem to know whether he has either 
ſenſes or faculties, for he doesn't put one of them 
to its proper uſe; in ſtepping on ſhore, he daſhes 
1 one leg into the water, and with the other, ſhoves 
b the boar back e and ſts the ladies a ſhrick 


ing. 


Enter APATHY, 


Apa: And this is a party of pleaſure. * 
ny | N itt, 
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Bite. Droll enough, Mr. Apathy, your mak 
ing one of it Looking about on the pier at Wey- 
ug you hand onelof our ladies into the boat, 
Rep'i in after her, off we put, and here you are. 
Bar. Do you dine here, gentleman ?. |; 
Apa. No, I've 2 party to dine with me at Gibbs, | 
Portland Arms. | 
Fox. Then you'll get there about 7 0 "clock to- 
morrow night. 
Bite, But we ſhou- duet have leſt che ladies, 
"pin Mira. Anyman wont long leave us. 


Enter Mas. Abbe 


Ms. A. Oh you creature! 10 puſn us out to ſea 
again, but I muſt take your arm Apathy. p. 
Apa. Ma'am you do me honor. 50 nn; and 
walls away) ) 
Poz, Hal! ha! ha! Mrs. Anyizan;; don you 
think Mrs. Dainty is a moſt agreeable woman? 
Mes. A. All affectation! Witn the eonſtitution 
of a life- guard · man, ſhe pretends to be as delicate 


as a fine thing made for a ſhew glaſs. 


Enter Mus. Dunrr. A5 


Mrs. D. Oh I ſhall faint! my -1 nerves are in 
ſuch a ſtate! Water excurfion ! Horrid ! this i is 
ſome vulgar-club room, I ſuppoſe. 1 1 

Bite. And this the preſident's chair. 

Poz. Aye, it juſt ſuits a fat beadle. 

Apa. So it does. Will you pleaſe to ſit, Ma'am, 
(hands it to Mrs. Dainty. | 

Ars. D. Ager me a great chair, indeed. 


FF 2 Euer 


2 eee ö 
0 Enter Kirrr. NV 15.54 4 
Kit: Ob! 15 dear ſweet gentleman rom 


bis havipg ſuch fine running horſes, he muſt be 
N ome great ſquire. Heigh, ho fits) 


Mrs. A. Pray do "ou know this young. 

(To Barley leycorn) 
Bite. Miſs, will you take a glaſs of negus? 
. Bar. 1 ax pardon. Miſs, will you 8 kind 


enough to go boil the lobſters for the company? 


Dang my re this is wage 1] go to Bland- 
ford races—T'Il, buy riding habits and feather'd 
hats for you-—go put on your white N 8 
the keys—get along. 

Kitty. I ſhall father; don't be angry. As that 
charming gentleman doesn't ſee me in this mean 
ſituation, I don't care what any body elſe thinks 
of me; but he's far off by this. (afide) What 


wou'd you pleaſe to have, ladies ? F ather, 1 
hope the gentlemen haven't been long waiting. III 


look to every thing :mylels father; ; don t make 
yourſelf uneaſy. | LExit. 


Mrs. A. Oh! then good man, that is ; your 


daughter? 

Bar. Yes, ma am. 
Mrs. D. You ſhou'dn't ſuffer her to give her- 
elf ſuch airs before people. | - 
Bar. True ma'am; that's all alon "of an aunt 
of her mother's— leaving her a little budget of 
| money——makes the my fut mpeg of me. 


Enter Tow Pranks, Jew and ruminating.. 


Tom. P. This charming young lady - bn ſhe $ 
by this wich her friends—oh, company! I fear | 


.lntrude ? 
* Poz. 
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, i." 


Pox. No, Sir, we dine in chis room; 8 * . 
were juſt on m wing to Ng W 1 


we 3 
1 


moman. (o 7 om v Pranks) Nafl er, 1 bes poor 2 
woman, brings fiſh to Blandford; Mrs. Pooley, 
at the Greyhound, ſends you this, you had forgot 
there. (Jays @ ſmall ualiſe on the table) | 

Tom. P. Yes, faith, here's my jockey drei 
there you beauty. (g7ves money) ; LEW Woman. 


Enter Ton: 1 


Toby. I one of you . be called 
Lawyer Poz, and be come from London to breed 
diſturbances, there's a mon would talk with you. 

Poz. Any man that talks to me, muſt pay for 
my talking to him. Where is he? 

' | Exit, Toby follows. 

Mrs. D. Mr. Poz to come out upon pleaſure, _ 
and then to quit his party for buſineſs? _ 

Bite. Buſineſs! Why ma'am he charged me 
fix and eight pence for only inviting him to dine 
with me, becauſe IJ happened, in the courſe of 
converſation, to aſk. whether I cou'd recover da- 
mages of Brigadier Bounce, for running his thumb 
in my wife's eye, whilſt we were all playing blind- 
man's buff together. 

Tom. P. Landlord, who were thoſe ladies I mee 
juſt now at the door, one was the fineſt woman 
my eyes ever beheld. | 

Mrs. A. Sir, you ſhould always except the 
preſent company. | 

Tom P, Madard, I aſk e the other 
tie 


9 «<4 0 


— 5 


the ek | Gh woman F ever fa, they 
the preſent company except ec. 
21. B. {Ab1 Shocking'l 
Apa. I like a party of Wu come madam, 
ei Barlegeorn by the ban 
5 — all but _ Prion 
_ P. 1 recollect this Attorney Poz, and 2 
very litigious ſcoundrel he is too. Let's cn. 
der a little on this her mit buſineſs— Its -l 
do't— five 'years—PI try it however think 
Peregrine would lend me a ſupply but borroy- 
ing money of a friend, No, in neceſſity, give 
me the money- lending griper, whom I pay for his 
kindneſs, and look full in the face, whilſt L poeket 
his caſh. I'm curſedly low. Eh! they ſell wine 
in this houſe 1 ſuppoſe—uaiter (rings aud iron 


Bimfelf ma ſeat) 


Enter Krryr, (CA 4 plain dre with a ah. in [ 
| e | 


man i emo on cw ow fn , A ðͤ 


V : g 


el 5 rea want. 

Tum. P. Poor thing! I feel ber confolich on 
my ſoul, (aſide) 1—do, Miſs—Ma'am—my dear 
—1—l—dam'me but I'm as much confuled as 
herſelf ! Them -I rang the bell. | 

-Kitty. Yes, Sir—you call'd—1I thought you 
call'd—vou wanted —— 


Jom P. Yes, my dear, I wanted—that is it.— 
Curſe 


* 
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1) Curſe me if I know what T wanted: (Af Fer 
| modeſty gives me ſome hope that this may have 
deen the firſt little art ſhe was ever guilty of. 44 
Kitty. Toby ! bring the gentleman the —the— n 
Sir, you ſhall- have it preſ F | 
Leis with emotion. 1 
Tom P. You moſt delicate piece of artful love- 
a lineſs !—now is ſhe the maid or daughter of the 
Red Lion? the daughter ſhe muſt be, Oh! ho! 
bo | fee her wiſh for the filver cup—I wiſh I 
K cou'd win it for her. Pve-my-joekey dreſs here 
ready, (puts his band on the valiſe) and cou'd ride, 
but a horſe is neceſſary. This lovely impoſtor— 
ſuch a fair cheat! old Grumps waiting to bring her 
to grand-papa! a very offer that. faith, ha! 
ha! ha! ha! Oh! this has clinch'd it. I'd turn 
hermit ſor one-and-twenty years, if only to be 
near this beautiful Iypoernes 0 


89 Enter Bun. 


Ben. Sir, 1 believe you are the gentleman Mn 
Peregrine's compliments, would be gu to ſee you 
up at Mr, Whimmy's.., Exii 

Tom P. Very well! I've 2 mind to ring the 
bell again for another look at this u wle ſh 
—pirl! 1! eve, I'm a hermit, 


4e In penance for paſt folly, 
« A pilgrim blythe and jolly.” 


Wh aue 
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e e 


1 


Enter from it Tosy and Poz. 


Pos. f 


Wu, wheel IS this ky nl 

"Toby. (Looking about) He's not in the odd, 
nor he's not in the houſe, nor he's not in the 
ſtable, nor he's not inn 1 

Poz. Zounds, man! I don' t want to know 
where he 1s not— | 

Toby. Here be the very mon. 

| Poz. (Looking out) Eh! what Ham Barebones, 
the Methodiſt preacher, informer, pedlar, money-. 
lender, broker, . old-cloaths-man. In the way of 
my profeſſion a no choice friend; the conver- 
ſation between "OY and I won t admit of a third 


perſon, 
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perſon. (To Toby) Has your” maſter no call for 
_ ? but you mult ſtand grinning here. , 
„Tes, Sir, I've the knives to rub, and 
1 to ſet out; but PII be in the way, 
for I know when a lawyer comes down here 
amonght us, he {ooh cuts out work for the con- 
ſtable, | | [Ex 


Enter BaRRBON ES. 


Poz. Ah! Maſter Barebones, ſo far from Lon- 
don, how doſt do ? 

Bare. Lives—as much as honeſt folks can do 
now-a-days. 

Poz, I know better, my old friend; you'll live 
where an honeſt man will ſtarve, 

Bare. Vhen I vas a coal-heaver, my face vas a 
biack angel, but my inward man vas as vhite as a 
vhite vall that is vbite. 

Poz. Plague o' your canting to me! if you have 
any buſineſs ? Come, to it at once. 

Bare. I am a tender Chriſtian, and vith my 
money I did relieve the poor by lending it them. 

Poz. On good intereſt, 

Bare. I did take care of myſelf; I did lend 5000 
pounds to a young Muſter Pranks. 

Por. Why wasn't it I that threw him into the 
King's Bench for you ? 

Bare. As he received the money by a third 
hand, not knowing I vas the creditor, vhen he 
got the rules, he did take lodgings in my houſe 
in St. George's Fields; I did adviſe him to run 
from his bail, dat I might get a reward for re- 
taking him. Don't you know him ? 

Poz. No! When | ſend a man to quod, tis 
enough for me if my bailiff knows him. Lucky 

vol. 111. 60 0 your 
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your finding me here; I come down to Wey. 


mouth upon buſineſs. So, as my client paid all ex- 
ences, thought I might give my wife a little water: 
dip, When I came upon this water excurſion 
to ſee Mr. Whimmy's improvements, but left 
her behind, as we've ladies.“ Barebones, I'm 
in genteel company, ſo don't ſeem to know me 
Oh! yonder they're going into the gardens; you 
and I will talk over this affair. 9 
Bare. Vou are encompaſſed with the wicked 
I am moved by the ſpirit. 
„„ [Exit Barebones as in ejaculation, 
Foz. Ha! ha! ſanctified face, and rogue's 


SCENE Ill.. 
A Room in WIN ur's. 
Enter Wruux. 


him. The company are flocking in already to 
admire my gardens ; that tough old bully Pranks 


won't even pay me the compliment to ſee them. I 
muſt have a good ſupper for him tho”, or he'll do 
nothing but quarrel—muſt give orders to Mrs. 
Maggs, my houſekeeper, about it. Oh ! here 
ſhe is. Since I ſet her to ſhow my houſe and 

ictures, it has given her ſuch a conſequential— 
all talk herſelf, but never liſtens to any body elle, 
always dinning in my ears the grandeur of the 
laſt people ſhe lived with; pothing but the family 


of the Olmondles. 


Enter 
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Enter MRS. Mas. 


Mrs. Maggs, you muſt— 4 
Mrs. M. Well Sir, I know that very well. 
Whim. What, before I tell vou! A gentleman 

ſups with me to- night. 

Mrs. M. Well, Sir, I know a gentleman ſups 
with you. 

Whim, Ay! you know now I tell vou; and 
PI — | 

Mrs. M. Well, Sir, I know what KA have: 

bin. Before I tell you ! I muſt be ſure to 
have a Brill, and variety of other fiſh. 

Mrs. M. Well, I know you muſt have a Brill, 
and variety of other fiſh. | 

//him. Certainly you know when I tell you. 
Beſides all other wines, as my friend is a London 
ſoaker, have ſome of my oldeſt port, ſome bot= | 
tled porter, and a pipe. 

Mrs. M. Well, I know you muſt have bottled 
porter and a pipe of port. 

Whim. Now you know nothing at all about 
it—go along Madam. 

Mrs. M. Ah ! when I liv'd with Squire OL 
mondle, he never bid me go along. 

WVhim.. Stupid wile fool! 

Mrs. M. Oh ! the Olmondles! that was the 
genteel family that knew how to treat a houſe- 
keeper like a gentlewoman. 

Whim. The Olmondles! I deteſt the very 
name; it grates my ear like cutting of cork—a 
tealing ninny ! you know all, won't let any bo- 
dy elſe know any thing, and after all know no- 
thing at all, Mrs. Maggs, ſtep and bring me 
word 

Mrs, M. C ertainly, Sir, Pll bring you word— 


(going.) 
00 2 Whim. 
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Whim. of what now ? See if the young man, 
the hermit that Me. Peregrine . of is come 
from Barley eorns. 

Mrs. M. Well, Sir, I know that. 17 

Mbin. Ay! you know that and d this-And, 
after that, Mrs. Maggs, you mu 

Mrs. M. Well, Sir, 1 will, — * may depend 
upon it. | Exit, 

bim. Now, what will. ſhe! never knew one 
of your profeſſed notable clever women worth a 
penny in a houſe, but to ſay all and do nothing. 


Enter PEREGRINE and Tom PRANKS. 


Pere. Sir, here is 
Whim. Sir, your moſt oed et- Gen, reſped. 
fully) Won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? (bands a chair 
10 Tom Pranks) who is the gentiemnan | ? (apart 10 
Peregrine.) 
Pere. You know, Sir, the Hermit 1 told you of, 
Whim. Oh! the young man that's come to en- 
gage himſelf as Hermit Hemm! ( pulls the chair 
away, and ſeats bimſe 125 ) Pray, how old are you 
my lad? ( ſurveying bi 
Tom P. Very Sora Peregrine, I think! 
ſhall kick your friend. 
Pere. Be quiet, not overwiſe to be ſure; but 
my future father-in-law. (apart) 
Whim. 1 ſay, what time of life are you ? 
Tom P. I'm—thereabouts I believe. 
Whim. Thereabouts ! Well, hem! WARE! Was 
you born ? EO 
Tom P. I don't remember. 
Whim. What's your name? 
Tom P. Tom Touzle. 
Whim. I ſuppoſe you're poor and glad to catch 
at any thing. 
Pere, Sir, but—remember he's a gentleman 
an. 
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Tom P. Never mind, Mr. Puts | think 
Epictetus ſays a perſon without money, is like 
= man's fingers to another man's ears-—you 

y pull twice before he'll laugh once—( pulls 
I 2 by the ear, be roars) There, Sir, you 
ſee - | 

Pere. Ay, Sir, you perceive. this gentleman's 3 
philoſopher and fit to be a hermit. 

WVhim. Fit to be a hermit becauſe he pulls. my 
ears! What a devil de you mean by that bot 
of you? Are you willing to be my Hermit, to {i 
in my Hermitage? 

Tom P. T've aſk'd Tom, and he ſays, Oy. 

I/him. You've have aſked Tom ! Who's he? 

Pere. Himfelf, Sir. You know this is Lem 
Touzle. I think, Sir, he's very ſmart. 

Whim, Ves, and he has made me ſmart a 
a devil to his Philoſophy | However I muſt ac- 
knowledge he has a genteel addreſs—Can you 
ſubmit to cloud your fine perſon in a gown and 
beard, and hide that brown head of hair of your's 
ina wig ? 

Tem B. You were talking What was it pray ? 

Whim. Why, how will you like to appear as a 
bald-headed old man? 

Tom P. How wou'd I like to appear as a fool- 
iſh, bald-headed, ugly old man; PII fee, Sir, 
( whips off I bimmy' s wig, and ſtares at him.) 

him. The Devi Sir! what's that for? 

Tom. P. Tom ſays Oy. 

Whim. Is that more of your philoſophy ? You 
know you're to have two hundred a year. 

Pere. Ohl Sir, three. 


Whim. What! is it three in the advertiſement ? - 


Tom. P. True, Sir, it's four hundred a year 
in the advertiſemet. Wim, 
him. Only three, at the end of five years 

| You're 
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You're to dine at the ſecond table with my 
houſekeeper, butler, and valet. 7 
Tom. P. And you 're coachman, Sir? 
Pere. Sir, you'! 're till forgetting. he's 2 gentle. 
man. 
Tom. P. You'll ft at the table with me, Sir | ? 
Whim. Me ! not I! 
Tom. P. I don't dine with you, Sir? oh, then | 
agree. 
Whim. What Peregrine, i is he making me 
out worſe company than my own ſervants ? 
Pere. Well Sir, you ſee he's an oddity, and 
you never can prevail upon any other to accept 
. this diſagreeable office. 
MI bim. Ah, here's Tully my gardener. 
Tom P. What! does he dine with me too ? | 
- Whim. No, he'll give you your inſtructions, 
40d your dreſs, and conduct you to your * 
Oh, here he is. 


Enter Tur rx, with a hermit's dreſt. 


Tully. Won't your honor give ſomething to- 
. the ſilver cup, that the ponies are to run 
for on the top of the hill? 

Yhim. The devil's in you and the ponies, and 
that ſpiteful raſcal, Barleycorn, fixing the race 
on the very day of ſhewing my gardens. 

Tom. P. True, a race here, and I going to ſit 
like a rat in a corner, 

Tully. Oh, is this our new old young hermit ? 

Nin. Tully, I commit Tom Touzle into 
your bands. 

Jom. P. What do you think of Tom Touzle? 

Pere. Ay, Tully, I met this reverend greek 
When abroad—and brought him home from the 
Apennine mountains. 

RR 
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Tully, Now, Sir, if you had brought the moun- 
tains home, you'd have told us ſome r 
news. 

Tom. P. Tho' you ſee by my boots I'm” a tra- 
veller, yet perhaps Mr. Gard'ner, you think I 
look more like a rake than a rolling ſtone ? 

Whim. Ay; but you muſt be fixed in your 
ſtation hke the Sun Dial —Come, Peregrine, I 
want to talk to you and Dian, about your mar- 
riage to-morrow. 

Pere, Sir, Iattend you. | 
[ Exit Whimmy. 
PEREGRINE PO Tou PRANEs pulls him by 

the ſleeve 

Tom P. Very humiliating this ! Ca'n't bring 
myſelf to it. 

Pere: The thouſand pounds, and mug annuity. 

Tom P. True! Tm in for the plate. 

[ Exit Peregrine. 
1 Well, Mr. Touzle, try on your 7 — 
re 

Tom P. Oh! let's ſe. 

Tully. Your Banian! 122 

Tom P. Fits me like a centry-box. (throws it 
on) A ſanctuary this againſt the boners. Eh Tul- 
ly? 
* Tully. You'll find the ſanctified bones on your 
oraſs-table. —— That ſkull-cap's for your head. 

Tom P. And the ſkull-cap' s for my head— 
thank'ye. 

Tully. And there's a rope the ceſtus for . 
middle. 

(Tom Pranks and Tully go over to the loking-glafs.) 

Tom P. I hope Sir, I don't deprive you of a 
necklace. | 


Knol 
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Kitty. Toby inſiſts that this young gentleman 
here came up with Ben, and father told me that 
the poſt-chaiſe return'd to Blandford empty. - 
Tully, Arrah ! Miſs Kitty you creiture, then 
are you come up here tous! To the beam of 
your eye, honey, I'd be a ſun-flower; ay, and 
I'd bow like the ſenſitive plant if you were to 
touch me at the length of a hop -· pole. 

Kitty. La! who's that, Mr, Tully ? 

Tully. It's the poor man that's come to hire 
himſelf to be maſter's hermit. 

Tom P. Well, Sir, what's to be done now? 
(turning and advancing) 
 #itty: Eh! good graciovs if it 10 80 
man! La! then he's of no higher condition than 
myſelf. 

Tom P. My pretty fellow- traveller! mortifying 

that ſhe ſhou'd ſee me in this miſerable plight. 
Kith. He wou'dn't put me to confuſion by 
ſeeming to know me this morning, and now PI | 
return the compliment. LS: 


« There dwelt a Man in fair weflmoreland, 
Jonnny Armſtrong men did him call, 
c He had neither lands nor rents coming in, 
*© Yet he kept eightſcore men in his Hall.” 


[ Exit fi Mnging. 

Tully. Why Kitty lara and Tom Touale, 
look'd at cath other like two acquaintances that 
had never ſeen one another before. Come along 
man, up to the hermitage—As this is Wedncſ- 
day, and the company will be upon you, you can 
only have your hermit's dinner, a bowl of ſpring- 
water, 
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water, and a raw parſuip: ; but when your day? => 
work of fitting quiet's over, you may come into 
the houſe and 9 a bit of erden — ̈ a Weck «© a 
cold pie. þ f F ft. norton da. Sanne 
| Na 04 15 . $ 
Tom P. *. And may at laſt my weary ap e ar 
Find out the peaceful . | 
The Hairy OCH, and Mofly C S 
„ Where I may fit, and nightly ſpell” 
«« Of all the Stars that Heav'n doth ſem, d 


Faves And all the Herbs that fip the dew, *' 
„ Till old ae like do ain 95 


oof 3 e [Exit 
„at n b i ad 
Lab. Ob! to devity webe fine hermit as this 
we never had. See how he capers 9 — 5 En, 
why arrah f he wont ſure (voting out) By the | 
powers of Moll Flanders, if he hasn't jump'd up 
on a little horſe there i there he gallops round 
the fiſh-pond, as if the very devil was before him 
but I muſt ſhew him his hermitage, and his 
dead man's head; and his little lamp By my ſoul, 
he ſhall have a jewel of a ſupper, or there's no 
cheeſe in Kinnegad—Salmon i in pr et cakes 
in Gn = bi oy "UF of Lait. 
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| — Gardens, Starues Fountain, OY | 


Enter Wanocr, (repeating with alete) 


«] build, I plant, Bord ages es pri 1 | 
* I rear the column, and the arch I bend; 1 
I ſwell the terrace, or I fink the grot N 


7 he; >. * n — 


. N 


Oh Tully! wen; oh Pa y eats 

his dreſs—but now you muſt look to yourſelf, 
bruſh up all your eloquence for your poſt of Ci- 
ceroni, to deſcribe the attic urbanity of my "Engliſh 

- Tuſculum here—but mind, Tully, I command 
you not to take a pony” rom. one 'of the Com- 
pany, | | 

- Dilly. A penny! not * Sir but yl tl take 
a crown or two if they offer it?: 

I bim. No. Gentlemen ſuffering the public to 
pay their ſervants wages, and turning their dwel- 
ling houſes intd a Sadlers Wells, and à Royal 
Sowa is mean. I never paid for'ſeeing 3 

22 or vines in gardens, that 1 didn't 
for the diſgrace thrown, upon the dignity 1 

— owner. Is the water 1 that Rap 
-at the Red Lion? *r 28 4 | ER 

Tully. Ves, Sir. Mrs. IP is nom ſhowing 
them the houſe, But do you know, Sit, 105 
told them, that the picture of e n 
was Mrs. Molly Olmondlldd. 

bim. Oh, moſt — 1H bt 

Tully. Sir, don't fret about that woman; you 
know in the ſhowing way LEIl bring. up your eredit 
with a wet finger; Mrs. Maggs will inſiſt that this 
is a pyramid—now pray, Sic, isn't it an obſticle? 

I mult go and put on my Wedneſday's fine ſuit of 
cloaths that you gave me co ſhow the gatdens in. 
Oh! Sir, I ſometimes forget the name of that 

| ſtatute that you told me cane out of the ſea. 
Wh:m. My Venus! - 
Tully. Ay, my dog of venus. (takes out a book) 
HJ him. What dogs and cats are you“ at. o_ 
is 


111 0 
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This has nothi 


ung to wits to the Dog of Venice 
This is a gogges—7 Nn Mediris. 
1 Tully. Nox, Nu, ch dall man with his ot 


out, 1 ' know "A name hat ist, Sir? 
M hin. „NM Apollo of Belvidere; and that, 
that's my Saturn devouriog his children; my 
Mercury, the Meſſenger of are my Julia, 
the Daughter of Auguſtus, ee antique. 
Tully. (Pernſes. a ba —— Hooks at 
the ſtatues) Sir, ſince your hand's in ſor ſculpture- 
ſhip, you may ag well ll me about. al the: «ther 
groves and river s. Nac 
Whim. My Avernus, or ſubterrancous river ; | 
my Tartarus, my Elyſian fieldg—— . . "Rs 
Tully, What country fellow? 's. that - Ntalking | 
about the walks—only l'm in à hurry to dreſs 
elk, or by y foul I'd Knock his. —— 
the gate way. Ai. 
Min Obſticle! ſtatute l very ignorant this 
ſaid Maſter Tully; 1 muſt watch haw you go on 
with your deſcription... Lſhay'd like to come at 
the people's, real opinion of Fg . i im- 
FOYemenifinh - 31G „1 51 4 | | 


Enter a eco, (whiting and foring abou.) 
* 1 4 
Were you i defied. to. walk Fwy Way f +1 n 
Hag. Noa! 'twas,my;own fancy. 
Hin. Why chen it ee chat yau walk 
out ain. tax £ | Dan Oi YEW 
ag. Ah it 1 thaughe ü cou dat do that, I 
ſhou u'dn't. have com d in, I can tell che. 
Rowing What keep your din ance. rh 10 #1: 
Mag. 1 wool, becagſe, at the fame dime, 200 
oep yours, Es 24 ns 


nd 


ö 5 93 
\ | Wo 
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1 (Loud Jawghin ng 0 Od er Leid“ 
Min. 0 the company.” I tk 49 hear 
how Mr. Tully 'perforths hi office: pf orator: If 
I could mix àamongſt N known 
his clodpate's hüt, and Wig, m R 
you've no objection to a drought ot Arbilig* bie 
and a flice of beef? i” 19” 319 ROWE + Neersen 
3 er em fler f 10 0 tor] oi 
u bin. (nimickig)-Nox then come with me. 
eg L al. . e ei 141 18 ( 48A, Q, 
+» Whim: (turns to look at” "bin Doo? be 
Wag. Yez, La” 8 I Exeunt, 
19471 20906743593 Gut. io VA; ILL * Iv . W 
Enter TvLiLy;-in a uit of tarniſhed Yated' cloaths 
and a bag wig, wwith' a' fmdll white rod in his 
«> band, followed by Bris; Poz, Ararr, Ban- 
vors, Mas. Dauert, at} Mas. Aufn. oy 
1 "oF 149 42 
Jul. Hem! my Lad ui ie covnted he fe 
ace in all Ireland ogland Imean, for figures, 
g fountains, and Arcen little —— and 
groves, and banana's;” and ducks, and Diana's. 
— Gentlemen look and ſee, but don't lay your 
fingers on any thing; ; Pp _ Ladies abſtain 
7 pulling a poſey. * dig 
þ$ Mrs. A. What noiſe i is this under ground ? 
Tul. My Lady, it's the ſuecedanebus river of 
15 black Os ny it creeps over ſticks and ſtones 
4 like an eel'down 4 yondet; then 5 94 
away, fo gay, into the ſea like a maideg ray. 
Ne, e 1% Pe) L', foley? with the 
poſt-chai boy that did'drive'a gemchan and the 
girl of the pnblichouſst6 the village Here, and by 
the . deſcription-it's'' young? Muſter Pranks, the 
man ve vants. 100 9 
us) , | | | Pez 
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- Poz: | 


The puriſh/cobfiablecis the walter 
at the A ies, Fogage b him to arreſt Mr. Procks | 
hem! M . nl e i | 


Eur Wanner; in 4 cuaggoner f frocł, , 


| Whim. I don't think-they can know me- no 
] ſhall hear how wy e Pete his office. 
(Aal) won ee e e 


Biie. What figure call you this 7 Ge a 


Lavcoon == 20 cya Fir is 26 200 at 


Tutly. Ay! you're a nice figurs tobe thruſt- 
ing yourſelf into the OO of ladies and gen- 
tlemen. (to iam) tf 1 110 — 

Bite. No! mean tha. bel te emsig, 

Ally. That's Venus, the colldeſslobinreddtine 
—a pretty employment I've: got to throw wa 
my roratary and knowledge to divait duc dg | 
blackguards as you. (to Whimmy)—this 18 —— 

Whim: Apollo of Belvidere. 7 Fαt¹u&N 

Tully, that's Poll the bell. weather, chat run af. 
ter Daphne, and was kick d out of heaben by 
Jove—® by Jove IU de 3 and fo turn'd cow- 
boy to 5 A 250 , it ABN 

IVhim, Shepherd to kin g Ad metus. 0 apart) 

Tully. To be ſute I admitted t 5 you 
out, who bid you put in your prate?' | i 
Airs. D. Heavens! who is that: 

Tul. That is— that's (cenfuſed)—that! is is, my 
Lady—Why, your honour, it's not a watch box, 
nor it's not a wheel-barrow, nor it's not a ſummer 
houſe— - of nme, 

Pox. We don't want to know what it)ls wot, 
but what it is. 

Whim. (Whiſperin 90 Dann o 

Tully. It's not a palace, or a eake-houſe=-l 
with you'd hold Com: prate—you 88 me ſay E 

* 


% 
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was a watchbox juſt. ee eee it's 
all made of marvle. er ods 
. Mrs. A. But the lady marvels 12 8 
for. 

Tully. Oh! *twas made for my 4 be 
_— from the aus mau. 1 no0b I ang 

Hoe. it like? — * vill wod 1550 Viral 7 | 

Tully. I'm glad you Tike i it. n 
Ii. D. This I ſuppoſe is ee e 

Tully. Not at all, my lady, tis, tis (nh = 

Mbim. (apart) Saturn- eating his child 
a Tully. Net, ma'am, tis the cig esung cieron 
— will you hold your prate, (e Him lreibis 
gentleman and ladies, is--- 417 a 
Hare. Idolatry Lc 4719 ene -# id Þ 
v \Twilyc What is it? Pooh l Now 40 you 
bDeſt all teach me e J larning von AM 
ſce,your bonour, he has a flute in his e 

bim. n S 15 
+: Sablys: Ay + The infernal Fri Nest 
thatwhiftl'd ver the lea,“ that's the manu. 0 
„ Poz. A curs'd ſtout, fellow his. Who. = he? 

Whim. (apart) Hercules of Farneſe,_ _ 

Fully: It's not bare knees, nor big knees, nor 
big legs, — that's the tired paver reſting Won on 
his ſtone paying-ſtick. - 

rim. Oh heavens |; I've ſent to Italy. ſor a 
fine purpoſe, (ace 95 

Tully. But I'm ta king here be word of mouth, 
wen: 1 might fay it all id reading, as I have it 
by heart from my deſcribing- book — now I de- 
fire you'll hold your tongues, for if you talk 
you'll put me out; pleaſe your honour, hem! 
(takes out @ book: and looks at it) © Theſe”'—Oh ! ! 
now I go on velvet; (Bld, the book behind. his 


—_ Theſe gardens, which are now the admi- 
| ration 


; 
g 
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ration of che larned and Cbfich, were once a 
barren flat like Wen 1 till Mr. Hum 


ou 


phry Freak Whimmy,.E ve forty thouſand 
pounds for the ould” caftle a W550 turn'd che 
courſe of the river through them, aud with Ro- 
man taſte and Britiſh magnificence— 
* Pray, friend, what o'clock is it? | 
lly. Roman-—half an hour after one t w- 
Roman tw]·ͥ˙ Roman breeches—-hem 
breeches—Britiſh. magnificence the river in 
the ould caſtle ran I round the lands. The 
curiſh—of Saliſbury Plain. The deviPs in this 
man, and his what o'clock is it? He's put me all 
out---ſo I muſt---my deſcribing book. (takes out 


his book, wets his thumb, and turns over the leaves 


baſtily, and ver d.) Bri-tiſh mag- ni-ſ- ci Oh! 
here it is. (Jooking and reading) Having firſt tra- 
vell'd to ſee the ancient beauties of Italy, I-I- 
taly (Joos again) Italy, (puts the book behind his 
back) and ſelected with claflical---Ab ! ah claſ- 


ſical Ah! damnation ! (rhrufs the- book into bis 


pocket) "Theſe gardens which are now the adimira- 
tion of the learned and curiſh, were once a bar- 
ren flat like Saliſbmy Plain, rl Mr. Haarer 
Freak 
f Apa. Pray, my friend, does Mr. Freak take 
nuff? 

Tully. Yes, blackguard---till Humphrey Freak 


Whimmy, Eſquire— Humphrey, Eſquire—-Sa- 


libury Street=--pooh !---the Plain. arned and 
curiſh---river upon the ould caſtle—land turned 
---aboat---about--- Yy 
Mrs, A. Why the orator's in a hobble. 
Tully. Orator Hobble- - oh ! the devil cike 1 
was failing on like a young ſwan, till this fellow 
comes with his ſnuff. "Wh (eh) Theſe 425 
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Sends which are now the 2dmiration of the md 
And curiſh, were onee a harren flat like; Saliſbt 

Plain, (drops tbe book, Hoops 10 recover, Yo 
Humphrey Freak Whimmy, Eſquire, gavef ny 
thouſand pounds for the ould caſtle, (Apathy pic 
1 up) and lands around it—(/ooks at 5 

Apa. (opens and reads) © Turning 1b the. 1 
you. wind through a moſt 11 ru bbery.” 
Tul. Ay (confuſed ) Humphrey reak.--a aide 
1 7 My maſter's a flat. . 
Apa. You reach the labyrinth, 5 
Tully. Like Saliſbury Plain. 12 2 
A. So intricate that you re puree?! to pet 
out.” 
©. Tull. I'm puzzled to get out—I'm out— 
Humphrey Whimmy— 

Whim. Blockheadd 


1 4 


Mah. Is a blockbede. 1 7 


A Ha! ha! ba! 
Tulhy. Well, ladies and ee 1 Ant 
WEE at your laughing at my, maſter's non- 
Tenſe in laying out ſo much money on the balder- 
daſh you fee round about you here, But, ladies 
and 2 though my maſter's a fool, you 
remember my trouble, I hope. Gade 2 8 bis 
band) | 
Whim. Not a farthing. (apart to bin) 
Tully. Why a didn't expect any thing 905 ſuch 
an ill looking beggarly whelp as you. Will you 
walk aut of the grounds, if you plaiſe, SCF The 
next thing y you're to ſee i eſt 
bim. An aviary and pheaſantry. 
Tully. Yes, my maſter's knavery and. plea · 
ſantry. Then there is the 0 my 
maſter s Elyſian Fields then my maſter's hang- 
ging wood, where my maſter will hang himſelfſ— 


and then the hermitage. 
Whin, 


} 


DU 
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bin. If the new hermit's not ready, he'll dif 
grace me as oP as my Ray: gardener has 
done." (Cong) ** 

Tully. Oh! To you and your farthing, ; Provey 
manners, to walk out before the. gentlemen and 
ladies, that intend to give me half a cron 4 piece 
for the loan of my civihty. _ 

Bare. The ſpirit 4 whiſper," « Ham Bare- 
tt bones ariſe, and ſpeak the word to thy deluded 
« brethren.”— Down, accurſed Dagon. (Puſhes 
down a ſtatue, and ſtands upon the pedeſtal.) 

Tully. Why, then I ſuppoſe you think yourſelf 
a fine Dao buſt. The devil's in youraffurance 
to cock yourſelf up there} If you plaiſe, you'll 
walk down. 

Bare.” Brethren, I vas a coal- heaver, but on the 
ſtony cage where I naw ſtand, I have brought you 
ſome biſcuits, baked in the oven of charity, care- 
fully conſarved for the chickens and the ſweet 
ſwallows of the church. - 

(4 ſudden noiſe without of falling water.) 

Tully. Oh ! the devil !—If what o'clock hasn't 
pull d up a ſluice. Half the garden will be over- 
flowed ; and we ſhall have the carp and tench danc- 


Ing —— the daiden, [ Exeunt haſtily ſeveral WAYS. 


SCENE IV. 


Another part of the . with the view of the 
e of an Re: 


Euter KiTTY., | 1 


Kitty. The race is over, and I not ſee it! Since f 
VOL, 11, 11 | this 


250 
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this dear gende men is obligated to take 3 her- 


mit's place, he can't be angry at my playing off 


the fine lady upon him 


In there he ſits. 


(Points to the hermitage.) But hold! J ſhou'd take 
warning by my laſt new old ballad—Ah 1285 a 
of Oſmington. | 


- 
— . 
= - 


A SALAD. {ER 


. | By friends forbad. a gentle 8 


And fond believing fair; 


In ſecret met, and ighted truth, 


An honor wedded pair: OY 


But ſoon he flew from her bes x $1 MOT Sn 


To truſt the fickle main; 


Ah! never more her Jemmy's face, 7 1 


Shall chear his hapleſs lane: 
Anon ſhe ſings, ah! woe is me forlorn, 
New un ſhall I do when' my poor, babe is pos. 


No wiſe was 1 nor yet A "maid, 


Her virtue but a name; 
Now foes revile, and friends upbraid, - 
A bluſh confeſs'd her ſhame: | 


: 
- * # , 
: 
„* 


With haſty ſtep the cliffs ſhe ſought, 


And thus with ſtreaming eyes; 


Buy love and fate Pm hither brought, = wy 


In wild deſpair ſhe cries: . 
No father for my child, ah! me n #1 
What ſhall I do when my poor babe is born. 


As you were firſt, O faithleſs wave, 


'The ſource of all my woes; 
Now let me in a wat'ry grave, 
Find ſhelter and repoſe: 
Prepar'd to plunge, the pitying tide 
Into the Haven bore, 
A ſtately ſhip, and from its ſide, 
Her Jemmy leapt on ſhore : 
Thrice happy Jane, no longer weep forlorn, 
A father comes to bleſs your babe when born, 


Enter 
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Enter at the be fide Tom a hath itt « ſe coat with 
4 2 ſilver ps | 1 


Tom. P. Huzza, my girl! the day. is your! 955 
Kitty. The gracious!— 


Tom. P. Tully left me in the Vid Aipe a 


out again flung off my gown, beard, and girdle 
had my jockey - dreſs that T rode in at Blandford 
ready under it the poney I found yonder; firſt 
try d it through the 8 up the hill 
four poor jades ready to ſtart=a village race 
horſe, mare, colt, or filly—I was enter d rode 
myſelf—won. Huzza! the glorious prize Is 
your's. (Gives her jhe cup) 

Kitty. What a wild gentleman! Sir, don't ink 
little of me for the fib I told you this morning. 

Tom P. No, my ſweeteſt, when a man's heart 
is ſet in a flame by ſuch a charming girl as Jou, 
it isn't a cup of tea that can extinguiſh it. 

Kitty, Wou'd you have a cup of tea, Sir u 
Sir, you haven't din'd. 

Tom P. Oh! yes, my dear, I dined—yefterday. 
(aſe) 

Kitty. I's Mr. Whimmy's way not to allow 
the hermit any dinner on the day when the com- 
pany's expected: but, you ſhan't faſt while my 
father's houſe affords a dinner. (ade) But what 
did you come down here and turn hermit for? 


Tom P. For love of you my dear—Pve been 


dying for you theſe five years. 
Kitty. Sure! 


Tom P. Yet never ſaw you befare this morn- 
ing. (aide) (looking out) The very lady I danced 
with at Blandford aflembly !—My love, a gentle- 
man comes yonder with whom I muſt talk vol 


tics, (kiſſes ber) 
11 2 Kith: 
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"Kitg, The deuce is in vou for a bermit. [ Exit, 


Exter Dian. = | 
Dian I wiſh my father, with his other * 


> of humour, wou'd give up this fancy of reſigu- 


ing the houſe thus to ſtrangers; people, one 
| knows nothing of every Wedneſday here come 

parading thro' the chambers—even my dreſſing 
room is not my own. _ 

Im P. My charming 7 to meet * 
here, ſuch a blefling ES gp 

Dian, Bleſs me E you! I hope you 're very 
well. 

Tom P. Are you on a viſit here Madam! ? 

Dian. No, Sir, this is my father's houſe 1! 

Tom P. Her father's houſe l- Oh! here may 
be another cruſty old grumps. Hem ! my dear, 
you love riding on a * like Queen Elir 
beth going in ſtate. 

Dian. Sir 

Tom P. I mean—* your parlour ca like 
te to drink out of filver”. 

Dian. Parlour cuſtomers !-—--But the unex- 
ed honour of ſeeing you here! 

Tom P. Merely for admiſſion to you, my angel; 
I've hir'd as your father's hermit---dying for you 
ever ſince we parted a fine creature---but dem- 
me, if I ever thought of you ſince. (aide) 

Dian. I thought you then a rattle, and find J 
was right, — but don't teaſe me now, for I'm really 
diſtreſſed. 

Tom P. Eh! Peregrine's intended! diſtreſs'd! 
| how? tell ne—you may, for I know all. Why, 
my dear ma'am, you don't know, perhaps, that 
I'm your Perigrine's moſt intimate Bend. 1 

an. 


Ll 
— 


Wd 
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Dian, Was it indeed you I ſaw juſt now arm- 
in- arm with him?—Oh! then you don't know- 
perhaps that my father after giving his ſanction 
to the addreſſes of Peregrine, now ſuddenly 
changes his mind, and inſiſts upon my marrying 
the nephew of ſome old friend of his. Yonder's 
Peregrine, (/ooking| out) he hasn't yet heard- this 
unlucky news. I.ekErit baſtily.. 

Tom P. (whiſtles) I had hopes, that if my friend 
got this lady and her fortune, he might lend me a 
thouſand or ſo, without a five year's impriſonment 
in the old gentleman's hermitage; but borrowing 
money is throwing water upon the warm heart of 
friendſhip. (laughing without) Sdeath, the com- 
pany !—I muſt now earn my annuity.—Heh! is 
that Kitty gliding through the buſhes ? a moſt 
dear dangerous little Barleycorn this. Marriage is 
all out of ſight, and without it to take all a 
ſimple young girl's innocence may beſtow, would 
be indeed giving life in my breaſt to the worm 
that never dies. [ Goes into the bermitage. 


Enter K1tTY, with a covered diſh, knocks at the door, 
Krrrr, ( finging.) | 


„Fair Eleanor came to Lord Thomas's bow'r, 
« And pulled ſo hard at the ring,” 


Are you within, Mr. Hermit? from the mo- 
ment I ſaw this dear gentleman, I forgot all my 
pretty ſongs. 999 ae? 


Enter Mas. Macs. 
This poor hermit muſtn't ſit here, and have no 


dinner. My maſter has got ſo cruſty with my of 
te, 


— — 
— —ñ— 
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late, that I'm quite weary of looking after other 
people's concerns: and as our young lady's to be 
married to-morrow, this will be no place for me. 
If I cou'd get a man to my mind, I'd keep houſe 
for myſelf,” and this handſome fellow is juſt to 
my liking—— Beſides, my conceited ſon, Naty 
Maggs, is ſoon out of his time; he ſhall have a 
father to thraſh him, when he gets ſaucy to me. 

Kitty. The hermit's Wedneſday gant rh 18 


roots and cold Wann, but—(/ inge) 


10 Node ſo 4 as Lord Thomas, 
« To let fair Eleanor in.. Line 


Mrs. M. What are you doing here, Kitty Bar- 

corn? 

Kitty. O lord! Mea: Maggs the bouſckeeper! 
Ma'am, I was going— 

Mrs. M. I know you was going. Child, do 
you know the danger of a young woman like you, 
reſorting to this lonely place, where this new- 
come hermit ſits with his books and his ſkull, and 
his croſs bones ? Do you know Kitty that this her- 
mit may be a ramſcallion? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am—to be ſure, ma -am—thank 
Ve, ma' am 

Mrs. M. What have you got there? 

Kitty. A little eatables and a little drinkables. 

Mrs. M. For this Mr. Tom ? | 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am. (curtfies) 

Mrs. M. Then you were now going to ſee him? 

Fitty. Yes, ma'am. (curtfies, ſings) 


„ Caliſta, hapleſs maid, 
«« Sought out a ſacred ſhade.” 


Mrs. M. And you have heard ſome love non- 
ſenſe from him ? 
Kitty, 


2 er a... 
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Kitty. Yes, ma' am. (Curſſies) NE 
Mrs. M. And you think me very impertigent 
for interrupting you? 
Kitty. Yes, ma'am. (curtfies, Jugs) - 


« This old figure, as we hear, 7 
« To this ſweet ages prov'd moſt ſevere,” ' 1 


Mrs. M. Child, take example from ado 
you think I'd fit there alone, to eat and drink with 


any ſtrange hermit? 
Kitty. Yes, ma'am. (curtfies, fi 19) 


2 Voung Cupid his arrow he quickly let . 
« And wo this old figure deſperately.” 


Enter Joan, with à tray of covered diſhes. | 
Jobn. Mrs. Maggs, here I've brought the 


dinner, 
Mrs.” M. What dinner ?—Go along! (apart, 


confuſed) 
Jobn. Why, the roaſt fowl for you and the her- 
mit, as you ordered me. [ Extt. 


Kitty. (mimicking) Child, do you know the dan- | 
ger of a young woman, like you, going into this 


lonely place? Do you know, Mrs. Maggs, that 


this hermit may be a ramſcallion ?—Ha! ha! ha! 
Exit. 

Tully. (without) Now, if you pleaſe Mr. Da- 
gon, don't walk upon the graſs beds. 

Mrs M. Oh! the company, they will keep that 
huſſy away, and when all are gone, this dear 
youth and I can fir down to our little collation 
together, —Ay, there he is—he (DUNE t ſee me 


tho'. 55 [Steals off. 


SCENE 


—— — 
— — 
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SCENE N 
555 of the Homitae M 


Tou Nantes diſcovered in his bermit's #46 at 5 
table, on it a * „ ſkull, bones, {Ty e and 


Jockey whip. YR 


Tom P. A bermit ſnov'd have been my 14 
wade. Tol de rol lol. How develiſh well Slingſby 
kick'd the tamborine. (Holds up a wooden trencher 
and kicks at it) Zounds-! (runs ſuddenly and ſeats 
. bimſelf at @ table.) Eh! Nobody !|—I wiſh that 
gander Tully, wou'd bring his flock. of ſtaring 
geeſe, till I get down again to play with my little 
lamb at the Red Lion. Old Whimmy SN the 
other days it ſeems, ſtints me to a bottle. What's 
two bottles to me? how many have I won, by 
Jumping over the table at Medley's? By'r leave 
Pair and his nob. (Puts the Aull and bones by, in 
going to jump, but fits down Juddenty. 13 


Enter TvLiLY, Brrx, Mas. DaiwTy, and Mas, 
ANYMAN. 


Tully, The hermitage, pleaſe your honour,” 

Mrs. D. Is this your anchorite ! 

Tully, My lady, I didn't hear he was an anchor 
wright. He s old father Antony. 


Tom Pranks, (repeating i in a tremulous tone.) 


*« Here 1 may fit and rightly tell, 

« Of all the ſtars that heaven doth ſhew, 
« And all the herbs that fip the dew, 

* Till old experience“ 


Tulh, 
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Tully. Ah ! what ſignifies your old expericige 
man, with your beard acroſs your forehead ? 
What the devil have you been about with your in- 
decency ?—Now, if you can but fit quiet Tem 
juſt while I explain you. (apart) 

Tom. P. Tom !—Pll your head, CRAP 
art) 

Tully. Will you! 7 arrah man Ill break your 8 
two heats, (apart) Pleaſe, your honours —— oy 


Enter Wan, (in the carter's dreſs. ) 


' Whim, My ſarcophagus defaced, my Atlas 
thrown down, my labyrinth overflown !- But now 
lets hear how Tully and my new galloping hermit 5 
go on. (afide) 3 

Tully.” Gentlemen and ladies, this is a bericht © 
Here he lives, and never ſtirs out of this loneſome _ 
grotto, —Hide your boots, you devil you: (fo 
Tom Pranks) a 

JVhim. What not take off his boots ? l 

Tully, What's that to you ?—you've come in 
here too. Here he always ſits at his prayers, all 
alone by himſelf, and nobody with him, and never. 
ſees a human ſoul, 

Tom P. Tedious fool 1—PI quicken him with a 
touch of the rippers. 

Tuliy. He's ſo meek and quiet. (Top Pranks. 
ſpurs him, be jumps up) Oh! (alights on WIS. s 
foot.) He eats nothing but herbs. | 

Whim. And wild berries. (apart to T; ully) 

Tully. And gooſeberries ! What you vill * 
na, in your Jabber.” Lives on roots and 

ruits. 

Bite. (uncovers a tray) Fine roaſt fowl, faith 1 
Tully, Why now man what bewitch'd you ** 
ſpoil my deſcriptions? (apart to Tom Pranks) and 

drinks of the pure — 

YOL, 11. | K K bin. 


- . 0 

you — a + ** = * ; * 
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. 2) Pong li , ! 7 
e HR drink ak; and en. The ter. 
mit ee of Phd 
Tulh, e e de 
(apart) 1 IE brook arab. 


| 2h. Pu make you a limping rook, if you 
don't' hold'your=-He drinks nothiiig butt 
Whim. (apart) Water. 
Tully. Aye, this hermit drinks nothing bu 
clear rock water. 
Bite. Em proud to ſay, this ü „ 
bottlt ani drinks) dere wine. 
"Tully. Wine and chicken! why you did i on 


pu ww, pF i 
wiſh | whoever left them had eld 
nit, 8 


94h 10 le nch bchstes old man 


Tom P. Say gentleman, you raſcal. (apart) 
Tully. Oh! be ye you an old ſaint ? 


. why 
bim. Theſe two villains murtering and Tr. 
relling ! (afide) © 

Tully, He neither uſes napkins, nor ates, nor 
Knives, nor forks. All his houſehold furniture is 
in the empty trunk of that hollow tree. That's 
his cupboard ; and there he keeps his wooden 
diſh and his little pitcher. 8 
Bite. Ah! well let's ſee. (Goes towards 1. 

Tully. There! you ſee his bed is the moſs, and 
the hetbs and. the innocent ſimplicities of the 
earth. Go you ont! (Puſhes I himmy, who falls 
on the leaves.) 

Kitty, Ah! (ſcreams, and diſcovers herſelf under 


them ) 
Mrs. A. So! this is the hermit' 8 ann, 
| tt. 
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Bite. And this, I a prong to fay, is his little 
pitcher. (Diſcevering e Bulle of 


the treg,—T bt company leuh % "i 
Jom. P. (afide) A ſmart dinnet—a 7 Date of = 


men! (608 dene e like eee 


Enter Banus FERN: N 


＋ 
' 
G ; : 4 


Bar. I've follow'd you, dang my 88 80 
you ve com'd up here after this hermit. 
Kitty, .O facher ! you're the cruel my ner 
(Barleycorn takes ber . 
—_ Well, this i — 
s. M. Yes, Sir, I know it is as you 65 
ad 1 I have my reafons, as Mr. Oimondel fays. 
 [ Curtftes round and exit. 
Tully, Arrah | Tom, is this like: a hermit; to 
have Kitty and Mrs. Maggs ſhut up with you 
here. Whar do you ſtand ſhaking your fiftat'? 
(to Whimmy, who fs e goes, Tom Prams). Get 
out! COA him) 
ibn. I'm your maſter you raſcal. - 
Tully. You maſter me we'll the! 22 


bim out.) 


Enter ArarüVY. | 


Apa. Mr. — what's it, has 2 pretty looking po- 
ney in the paddock yonder; but I'd run my brute 
againſt it for fifty pounds. 

Tom P. Done, damme! and I'll ride myſelf. 
(Slings off his hermits gown, and appears in a Jockey 
dreſs) Zounds ! I forgot—but ſince it is fo, hey! 
ue ſtart! (jumps up upon the table and mimicks 
the action of a jockey) the way knees tight—toes 
in ſpur out carpet ground—flow gallop—crack 
8 the lead tough at bottom, t'othus horſes 
ES. N wind 


wind rakes hot—flack girt - want a ſob=--down 
ears whiſk tail--rattle whip give a- Iooſe - puſn 
for it, hey! all to fortune, the way, the way. 

| [ Exit running and cracking his whip, 


Tully. Holloa ! ſtop, Tom; come back till 1 
| 5 you out ! ! * [ Exennt, 


Enter PrezonInE and Wan uur, (in bis own By reſt). 


Pere. Only hear me, Sir. 

Mbim. Cou'dn't you find any other man in 

England to make a jeſt of but me? How dare 
ou, Sir, introduce ſuch a raſcal as that? He a 
ermit! 33 | 

Pere. Sir, I'm very ſorry — 

Whim. I lay out forty thouſand pounds, 8 
then ſuch a ſcoundrel to get me laugh'd at by the 
world ! but, you marry no daughter of mine, 
A good excuſe to quarrel and put Pranks's advice 
into practice. (fide) You did collect ſome va- 
| luable things for me to be ſure, but your taſte's 
not confirmed, you ſhall travel again, make an- 
other five years tour; and by heavens not till 
you return will I give you my daughter. 

Pere. Sir | ſure you can't have the cruelty--- 
break your word ! only think— 

bim. I'm determin' d, I won't hear another 


ſyllable. 
[ Exit haſtily. 
Pere, But, Sir! [Exit following. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


6 a 
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th. 


. — 
— 


Ae f m. 


SCENE I. 
The Gardens. 
Enter PRANRks. 


PRANKS, 


To conſider on the plaguy u news this puppy, ; 


my prentice, has brought me from London; 
he too gaping at enen s raree ſhow, —Naty 


Maggs. (calling) 


* 


Enter Maccs. 


Maggs. (looking about) Beats KenGdetod b hol- 
low l — make a ſmart Vauxhall l. —- wants an or- 
cheſter - caſcade - a handſome box to eat cuſ- 
tards. 

Pranks. So you ſay the Marſhal of the King's 
Bench— 

Maggs. Yes, Sir, as you deſired, he gave your 


nephew, young Mr. Tom, the rakes. ; but he's run 


away. The Marſhal's beſt reſpects, Sir, has got 
information he's down in theſe parts; a man's 
come 


— +. — — 


_ l * 
777 hd A 
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come after him; but he'd know if you'd har 
him catched and caged up A; wy 25 
Pranks. A mad dog. er all I have 4 
for him ingratitude is worſe than-— 
Maggs. A face without cheek whiſkers, | 
Pranks, Whiſkers ! > 
Maggs. Sir, by the deſcription, Mr. Tom rat- 
tled of from the inn door at Blandford for Wey. 
mouth with a pretty girl in a poſt chaiſe. 
Prouks. Weymouth ! I'll have him Step you 
and fetch my horſe up from the inn, frrah ! Stop, 
Ii go myſelf. | . 
Maggs. Fetch his horſe! fi rrah! As Kit Cat- 
eaton, ſays, the time's out for ſirrahs and ſcoun- 
. drels--- cracks over the ſconce with canes---I'm 
not an apprentice now, to breakfaſt on cold ſ 
of mutton and ſmall beer—retiring from table 
ter dinner with one glaſs of wine; Pm not an 
apprentice now. Þ'll no more puniſh my half 
ounce at the playhouſe, no more afraid to ory up 
or cut down the new piece over 2 pint and ay 
oyſtrr, thanking the ſootman for lettin 
and ſneaking ſoftly up ſtairs with . in 
my hand, and my hat in my pocket, to my flock 
bed in the attic. Your authority over me is out, 
and I'll let you know it too, old Bounce.—llI 
let him and every body know that I am out of 
my time. Nobody's boy; but my own ͤ man 
and dem me T'll fer up for myſelf. Eh! hey! 


Enter RIr TT. 


Kitty. For the ſoul of me I can't bide at home 
while ch delightful Mr. Tom the hermit is here. 


Marg. One of the family! Servant, 2 65 
7 
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(re/pedtfully) When in town, my made to fetch a 
rural ſaunter, croſs Holborn: before breakfaſt ta 
Bagnigge Wells, cull the newſpapets, . give a 
twiggle on the organ, and take a tiff of rum and 
milk. Shall I thank your pretty good nature in 
that way, Madam? Fo ng ce Bk 
Kitty. Sir, if I had you down at our houſe, we 
keep the Red Lion. SEE RY 4 2 
. Red Lion! How d'ye do, girl! (Ja- 
miliarly impudent) My dear, my late maſter, 
Mr. Pranks of Lombard-ſtreet, a friend of Mr. 
Whimmy's, have agreed that young Mr, Tom 
Prankg— ' ee e Abbas 
Kitty. La! I heard Mr. Peregrine call my her- 
mit by ſomeꝰ at like that name. 1 
Maggs, I ſuppoſe every body knows he's to 
marry the young lady of this houſe. _ 
Kitty. No, Sir, it's the young lady of our houſe 
he's to marry; but I don't ſet up for a lady 
neither ; though when dreſſed, all the folks here 
allows that ſomebody would make a good fort of 
a lady. Aye! all except Mrs. Maggs; — but ſhe's 
jealous and envious. | 
Maggs. Mrs. Maggs! who's ſhe, pray? 
Kitty. The 'ſquire's houſekeeper. _ | 
Maggs. Oh! true, my very honored mother, 
her laſt letter, which I never anſwered, faid, that 
ſhe was coming to live with ſome old rich Eaſt-ln- 
dia Quiz in this very part of the country, (ad?) 
She'll claim me as her ſon ; but I'd ſooner be found 
playing at ſkettles at the Devil and Bag+0'nails.— 
Oh, zounds! vonder is indeed my very mamma 
(looking out) She'll be for u her ſon, and 
her dear boy Ignatius. But, as Kit Cateaton fays, 


I'm out of my time; nobody's boy, but my ow-¹ 
man. Eh! hey! Exit. 
5 | | Ktty, 
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Kitty. Then Mr. Tom is really a nee 
after all? going to be married to Miſs Dian? 


Ah! that's becauſe ſhe has a Power or ere 


Tal! break my heart. 


Enter Ton Pranks. 4 
1. i * 


Tom P. Ah! my cherub- ho 
Kitty. Ay, Sir, now that you Te going to get 
this great fortune by marrying--- 
Tum. P. Marry who! Mrs. ab 
it, and ayou'd 


Kitty. Then he hasn't yet heard 
| really wed poor rao L 

Tom. P. Wed! eh! why, my love london 

to be ſure, and—we'll walk and talk together, 

and when tir'd we'll fit and reſt ourſelves in the 

hermitage my love. Tol de rol lol, I love 

you ſo, oh! my divine creature !—DiftraQion! 


| —Rofe bnds!—Sun beams—and pretty birds! 


Come; but ſuch innocence.—Pm in a humour 
now I'll not venture into the bermgitage, honor 
and humanity forbid it. (afide) 

Kitty. Sir. ſince you're ſo good as to think of 
a poor girl like me, you ſha'n't demean yourſelf 
for want of being informed that you may have 
Miſs Dian and all her wealth. | | NE. 

Tom. P. I have Miſs Dian? 
, Kitty. Yes, Sir, it's agreed upon. 

Jom 'P. By whom! 

Fitty. Milg s papa and the old gentleman— 


Mr.— Mr. —Lud now I've forgot the name 


again. 


Tem. P. No, no, it can't be me, my love 


However, your intention is charming Kitty, 


you're a lovely a good . for your dif- 
intereſted 
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iatereſted in 4 an. 
that you apple might rob — of me for 
Iwill be vain enough: to think yon' rea 
little — partial towards —a certain ordinary fel- 
low, (Jonaling) I owe you eternal gratitude. 

Kitty; Oh, then you àre a great gentleman 
but my joy that you're not to have a lady and a 
fine fortune is very il|-natured of me. "Don's a 
you think ſo? 

Tom. P. Oh ! you fwect—( 72 ber band) 


« der Banana N. 


Bar. Dang my buttons, go home and ſweereh 
the punch, and ſqueeze the lemons—Tom, come 
and handſell your filver cup; you're an honeſt 
lad, I muſt fay ; but if you want any chat with 
my daughter, you muſt come to my houſe for 
it, good Maſter Hermit; © [Lui with Kitty. 

Tom. P. Well, if a publican will keep the ſign 
of an angel, ſorely there a faint * take his 


dn | 155 8 
of” bi jd Al folly, Rat 
« A pilgrim blythe and jah Ny ig 
| EA e We 4h; ah te, 
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SCENE II. 
Before the Inn. 


Enter Krory and BARLEYCORN, 
| 
Bar. Coche. now do child, mind the bulinbfß. | 


Kitty. Oh! I'm ſo happy I've yet ſome . 
VOL, III. „ 


2 
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chat this dear Mir: Tome—Father,chough heria s 


hermit,” he! 18 a gentleman. ane Nor 
n d de  genrleman, if I'd nothing 
elle uo de. 10. rs 


PIP ty how 


: Kitty; I forgot my Gn 
2 8 long, ſince of ſeen y Gnging, fellow. e) 


« A young „rf — ſaw.” - 


5 bs x 
* 9 14 ET? 


"Enter Tour and Joux Gaun ( 1 beg) 


Toby. ( Singing. 5 
„ Whio belonged to the law,” | 


' Meaſter, Lm now conflable. Miſs. kitty, you 

like te bachelors of every den ns bs 

- Kitty. Dearl ! } 

Bar. Do you? it's chat new come Mr. T om 
His brought you to this; ſo if he does marry you, 

let him keep you to himſelf an he can. 


"Kitty." « Being at a noble wedding, 
'Teby.- In the famous town of Reading.” !(rivging within) 


Bar. Od dang you both, am I to be rhim'd and 
ballad ſung, and. the bulincls of my houſe all 
topſy turvy? | 
Kitty.” © If the's rich you'll riſe to i 
* If ſhe's poor you are the e ſame,” | (ringing within) 
Bar. Will you go? | 


Kitty. © She was left. by 2 good £ rannum, 
“ Full five hundred pounds per annum,” 
Ty. Wed me, Sir, or elſe III kght you.” 


Bar. You'll-fight me? Dang my buttons, Tl! 
fight you, and knock you to the devil, you idle 
raſca! ; I'll ſing and ballad you, (eats bim) and 
you, Fog baggage! | | 


i 


Kitty. 
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- Kitty: Father, I "believe -you're uncle 10 — | 
Babes in dhe wood 
Toby." You're: the ould: 8 — 2 
Bar. Get in you jade, (Puts ber in, and exit) 
Toby. On! Jahn Grum, here be the mon that 
ſent for un. Lanes 1rd pn 


"Enter" Basen Ur 


Bare. Accoididey bl Lawyer Por's dk Fon | 
have young Muſter Pranks «TT og 
be's a ſinner and a publican. 

Toby. I'm nd ſinner, and only ſarvant to the | 
publican. Eh Jahn, I'm a bit'n a pariſh conſtable 
though, 'twas ſaid you wanted to attach ſom'en, 
wa n't it Jahn? | | 

Jobn. Hum! ts i den Med 

Bare. 1 does. Seize him! he run'd our” of 
priſon, Thomas Pranks'is the man. 

Toby. Oh! Thomas Pranks's man. 

Bare. I thought him a farvant of grace. 

Toby. Oh, he thought him 2  farvant out of 
place, d' ye ſee, J ahn. 0 

Jobn. Hum! © 

Bare. I followed the chap with this bak var- 


tant, I be's coom'd from Babylon after him. 


Toby. Babylon! oh, that mun be in Barkſhire. 

Bare. Great London itſelf. Thou ſeem ſt ſtrong 
in fleſn, is the ſpirit with thee? | 

Toby. Don't vally the devil his ſelf, when I'm 
duing my duty, no thore does my aſſiſtant, Ihn 


Grum, doey, Jahn? 


John. Hum! 
Bare. There be's a deſcription of his parſoa. 


ves a paper.) PRA 
i LL2 Toby, 


80 SP Meaſter eee nay if you'll 

eat dinner at Red Lion. Tou may 

pony, for we've ent@#rtanahent far S 

—An't we Jahn? 8 ; DET 10% 1.7 *. 8 
Fun. Hum! Nail 4015 183 | ILY 1 1 6 } * $1 

Bare. Get a good dinner for me; for Liows 
eat and drink of the beſt. 

Toby. You're a. genteel mon- (apart to Juba) 
Jahn, he'll be as drunk as a tinker, * ] comes 
chalk. double abr. Eh. Jahn! be: 

1 Jobn. Hum! . . n n 

Toby. Oh! 'the Gaelic ont.) -. 

"Whew: {Bees Where did he gun to 18 


Euer Walultx. po, | 


Oh, you are the canting bawler that broke down 

one of my ſtatues. (0 ras St. wal 
Bare. I had an inward. call. ſing © 
Mbim. Curſe, your call! | 


Bare. He does put it in a head, with 5 


ſame act, to comfort my. fleſh, and do a good 
vork, I vill get my ſelf an appetite fore dinner 
with diſboliſhing this man's idols! in his groves and 
high places. | [ Exit. 
Whim. If you are 3 conſtable, why didn' you 
take that dangerous leveler into cuſtod y? 
Toby. I munna; he be the planter, and walks at 
large where he liſt | but Pm going to catch the 
defender, and I'll bring his body and foul before 
my worlhip, in a ſaſararo. - Come, Ihn * 
= . Hum L. 4 | | Exeunt, 
bim. This prancing hermit has ſo deranged 


and jumbled all my ſchemes of elegant magnifi- 


cence—No attention to my old friend Pranks; 
my 


m_ . 


© — — — 
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daughte eee 

e 15 al Ant on not yet given to Peres, 

e ee f houſchold is in 

—— that all my ſervants are Wr 
lt is eee, ine 


191 Sαναν in d bd 


ter Totti, (with o mug.) 


rus, V3 20 7 foul this hetwit is is no . 
a a avs ac man, that he can't ſtay there at his 
buſineſs—Oh a to come 18 err a Ny 
lic ok! 


Enter 8 bab 4 mug. \ In 


bin. And my - coackman ! © | | Is 

Coachman. Ab! Maſter Tully, I ſaw you 8⁰ 
out at the gate, and ſo out of pure good nature I 
followed you, to give you a little hint, that if 
Maſter hears you 100 the gardens to- day, you may 
chance to loſe your place; beſides, coming here 
to booze is not quite the thing. (Drinks), 

Woe Mo, daughter's footman too! 


15 


27 8 


. Euter Ben. | 
Ben. erde Ni, . 1 9% 
Enter BARLEYCORN, (with a mag.) 


Ale! I ondive] Negus—bring me a gill of wine, 
ſome water, ſugar, and a lemon. 

Bar. Why, for wine, I takes out the kcehce 
to-morrow ; the man is to call next Wedneſday 
with the lemons; my daughter Kitty has loſt the 
key of the ſegar-cheſt; nobody drinks water * 

{ 
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he Rea — o 1 have brooght you mug of 


ale. iber it) Fu 201" BR! 
im.” (Advancing) Hey! What? re-you all 
arches with your mugs? is E er 


Ben. Sir, I came to look for Lond c 

Coachman, And I came 5 bid the . drive 
e [Ext. 

Tully. And, Sir, I came a ter the e be- 
cauſe he'came  bette me. e 


Whim. You moſt ſtup d— e a 3 


Tull. Stop, 


Newton never found out. Sir I'm 3. Lie 
and though I do dig, I'm not a ſpalpeen poratoe- 
boy—l've read big books of botamy, and the 
2 e e 8. Re [ 
graft a mayduke upon a kackagay apple-tree, then 
K my ho houſe Þ Didn't ny 0nd (when he 
break faſted with you), pull from the fame tree a 
canniſter of, Hyſon tea, and a baſket of Seville 
oranges ? A*n't my flowers ſo ſweet that the hives 
round the country are empty, and the ſwarms of 
bees come in a grand congregatioti into your gat- 
dens, humming every body wich their bagpipes, 
ſo diſcreet, all in their black bonnets, and their 
yellow velvet breeches? 

Whim. Men! raſcals! I wiſh'T'could, "like the 
Great Mogul, be attended only by women, Ay, 
one comfort, my female ſervants are arligent and 
ſober. 

Tully. Faith, Sir, and here's the head of your 
female ſervants coming in very ſober; but how 
ſhe'll get out I don't know, for I don t think her 
buſineſs here is to drink tea. 

Mrs. M. (Without) 1 will find him. 


.C 


c 
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ys hag Mas, Maoos. e 05 
him. Mrs. Mages did d you want ine or 
coachman? 
Mrs. M. No, Sir, it was the hermit i bros 
me here. 
Whim. Why, 1 think — g 
Mrs. M. Yes, Sir, I know, you MAN I 
V him. Twas the hermit brought us all bere. 
. Mrs. M. He's wc after wee my love 
for him 1 18 ſcorned | | ip: 
Tully. He's a ramping devil. ae 


Tom P. (without) © With cockle bellen! hat brim.” V. 5 
Tully. There be hops oyer the buſh like a jock 


da w. e Ns 
Mbim. Stop wo! r 
[Exeunt all but Whimmy and Mrs. 1 
What vexations! Now, my dear Mrs. Maggs 
that I've found out Tully is a worthleſs man, 3 
whole dependence of ſhewing my fine place is 
upon you. 
Mrs. M. Now that is fo like Mr. Olmondle. 
[Dit Whimmy haſtily. 
Bleſs me | here comes this moſt delightful young 
man. I proteſt his very approach brings all the 
blood up in my face, my heart throbs, and my 
limbs —l'm ſuch a poor creature — ſo faint—l 
mult ſit. (goes into 4 porch at the dar) | 


* "Y 
. © + 


& 4 
| : p 


Enter Ton n 


Tom P. Now for Kitty, comme” out there; 10 
| molt delicate lovelineſs, my darling roſe 5 Mt 
Mrs. M 


r THERE LONDON HRNAMH r: 
Mrs. M. (riſes and appears). Oh, dear Sir 
ng) 
Tom P. By. the lord. this is my little Piteher 
. 

Kitty. (unſeen, whi out of the 41 and 5 
-bim 8 Raule) Mi. eat of te * — * 
Mrs. M. A*n't you aſhamed of yourſelf, Kite 

Barleycorn? 10 
5 Tom P. Come, my dear creatures, you muſtti't— 

Mrs. M. Well; 1 know we muſtn — 

Tom P. What, Ma'am'? Don't quarrel about 
me, I'm like a ſtately er N A "om 
and a turkey hen. 

Kitty. La] you're fo ld Gat * 
Ars. M. But he's very merry, he, he, het | 

Tom P. Wild! merry'} my whole life has been 
one frolic. My ſweet N N I came here to han- 
ſel the ſilver cu ey la bottle of port and a 
roaſted orange! ang [ vow on the honor of a 
bermit, PII oak you with a biſhop. * | 


[Exit into the houſe. 
whe 1 (calling) 


Enter Pranke. | 


Pranks, Eh Where' s this young dog my 
apprentice, bad as my mad ben. Waiter my 
horſe. 
Mrs. M. Sir, you'll return to ſop at our 
houſe. (to Pranks) 
Pranks. Fooliſh Dick Tim; to have no 
dinner! plague of his gardens, in his ponds plen- 


ty of carp and tench, that nobody dare fling into 


« 1 7 pan; on his green flopes, neither graſs lamb 
or 


% 


. 
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tor aſpatagus, and for flocks of geeſe and chick= 
ens, there a peacock ſtruts, or an 7 0 perches, 
that inſtead of any yore. Any m, by the 
Lord, looks as if he'd eat us. My dear, I'm go- 
ing 0 Weymouth, cou'dn't you give one Xx 
ſnack. A Xs | C 
Kitty. Oh! our bill of fare, Sir (going 
Pranks. (Stops her) As fine a bill of fare as 
ever I look'd on. (gazing) What diſh ffiall I 
chooſe—a white forehead, a brace of black eyes, 
garnifh'd with long auburn eye-lafhes, two rofy 
cheeks, cherry lips, my deſert, 5 
Kitty. A pity, Mr. Thomas, to diſguife his 
fine hair and delightful ſhape in that long old 
beard and gown. La! Sir, what a choice her- 
mit you'd make for Mr. Whimmy ; you'd be a 
nice bald-headed buck, as Tom ſays. _ 
| Pranks, | a bald-headed buck ! don't you ſee 
I wear my own hair, child? | h 


Ne. enter Tom PRAREs. 


Tom P. I've brew'd the biſhop. Eh ! what old 
fellow is that fo fmooth with Kitty—Sir, a word 
if you pleaſe. (twitches of Pranks's Wig) Zounds, 
my uncle! (runs off ) r 

Pranks. Stop that ſcoundrel ! (runs after him) 

[ Bell within rung violently, Kitty exits into the houſe. 


Enter Nav Macs, (S aſtiꝶy). 


Mrs. M. Oh, Heavens! my ſon Naty! my 
dear Ignatius! | mor 1 
Maggs. Mamma! ſhe has me, but I won't be 
diſprac'd. (afide, turn) e 
Mrs. M. My dear child, who cou'd think of 
VOL, 111, M N ſeeing 
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| ſeeing you down here. (be turns from ber, and 


traverſes) 

Maggs. Any buſineſs with me, Ma'am? 

Mrs. M. Why, uy dear] don't you know me, 
Naty? 
Maggs. Pray, Ma- am, 455 Naty me! 

Mrs. M. Won't you ſpeak to your mother? 
why Naty | 

Maggs. Who are you talking to, Ma'am ? 

. Mrs. M. Look at me, my Son !—No! my 
on child deny me! (puts ber handkerchief to her 
eyes, and walks up) 


Enter Tor THATCH and Joux GruM. ' 


Toby. Jahn, is that the young man you any 


inting to Maggs) 

(pining — - 

Maggs. (Looking at his watch) I mal be late 
with my party. (going) 

Mrs. M. Stay, my dear boy! 

Maggs. I'm nobody's boy, but my own man. 

Toby. Seize him. (10 John Grum) What's your 
name? (to Maggs) 

- Maggs. What is was yeſterday, and will be to- 
mor TOW, 

Toby. Mind how he ſhuffles; do ye ſee it Jahn? 

John, Hum! 

Toby. Tell me your name to-morrow. | 
Maggs. Musn't becauſe of mama. (af; de) 
Toby. You belong to Mr. Pranks. 

Mages. Suppoling ſo. 

Toby. Then I ſuppoſe you re my priſoner. - 

Maggs. Me! for what? 

Toby. You broke out of jail in Babylon, but 
wel handeuff and ſend you to Dorcheſter. 


Maggs. (aſide) flandeuf ! Broke jail in 1 1 
3 on 


0 
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Jon. Ay ! why ſurely they take me for Tom 
Pranks !—T'm not the perſon you want. 
Toby. I arreſt you. | 
Maggs. I'm not the man indeed, my friend. 
Toby, Who anſwers for you ? who knows you? 
Maggs. Then I muſt acknowledge mother let 
me go, this gentlewoman here is my honour'd * 
mamma. 7 
Mrs. M. (afide) A wicked wretch, firſt to deny, * 
„ and now to own me in his diſtreſs ! 

Toby. Mrs. Maggs, be he your ſon ? 

Mrs. M. Oh! no, he's no ſon of mine. 

Maggs. Nay, my dear mamma. 

Mrs. M. Sir, don't mamma me; who are you 

talking to? (mimicking) 

Maggs. Why ſure, ſweet mamma 1=not know 
your,own Ignatius. 

Toby. Stop; you ſee my friend it won't paſs. 
Jahn, look he don't run away, while I read di- 
ſcription of his parſon, (takes out a paper and reads) 
« five feet eight inches tall, an expreſſive hazle 
« eye, pleaſing features, a dark good complex1on, 

« ine teeth,” ſhew your teeth, (to Maggs) a hand- 
ſome countenance— 

Maggs. *Pon my foul this deſcription” very 
much like me tho”, 

Toby, Well-made, a genteel diportijenty up- 
on the whole, a gentlemanly figure. 

Maggs. Amazing | what a picture of me! 

Mrs. M. Aſtoniſhingly like the child indeed. 

Toby. You ſee it's you. 

Maggs. No, it's ſuch another handſome fellow, 
but really it's not me. 7 

Toby. Come, I arreſt you with a little tap, 
(trips up his heels) hold his legs, Jahn, that he 
mayn't kick J. : | | 


MMM 2 : Mages. 
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. Maggs. Duced uncivil this! 


Mrs. M. I can't bear to ſee him treated ſo.— 
let the child go you fellows! UN 
Toby. Yes the child ſhall go—to priſon, 
: Mrs. M. You're wrong he's my ſon, _ 
Toby. And juſt now you ſaid he wasn't. Jahn, 
don't mind her, Madam Maggs is ſo fond of talk. 
ing, ſhe'll ſay any thing—bring him along; 
Maggs. Sir, gentlemen conttables ! mamma 
kind country juſtices ! mother! (Toby Holding bim 
by the head, and John by the legs, they drag bim off.) 
Mrs. M. Why, you horn villains, you thall 
not !-—-my child! 8 [Exit after them, 


—_— 


SCENE III. | 
| 
The Gardens. Statues thrown down, and broken 
pulled up. 
Enter Bax EBON x8, with a broken ſtatue. 


Bare. Satan faith, ſays he Barebones don't raiſe 
a hubbub againſt my kingdom, but I ſaid, Satan 
ſays I, it don't ſignify your palaver, I vill do that 
thing, 1 vill make thy ſervant, this here maſter 
Whimmy as a nay void in the teeth of his neigh- 
bours—1 vill complete the good work; lay there 
accurſed, (throws it down on « heap) and 'I vill 
pull »p thy groves, and [ vill root thee out of 
the land, (pulls plants out of pots, and flings them 
about ) | 


Enter BARLEYCORN. 


Bar. Dang my buttons! here's a fine kickup ! 
| (looking 


r e, Hing about ; forubs and plants, Sc. at 


— 2 — 
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(looking round) what raſcal cou'd have got in 
here—ſome one that owes the *ſquire a grudge. , 
Bare. I've been * of the job, twas all pa- 
gan wanity. _ 
Bar. So it was, Sir, a ww you | were Ti ight to 
caplize 1 ik. 


Enter Krery, ( PSS | 


Kitty. © Ah gone he is whom I love beſt, 
% My handſome Gilderoy.” 
Oh! father, I ſhall go diſtracted; I'm ſure it's 
my belov'd Tom that they're taking pris'ner to 
Dorcheſter, yet ſo cruel not to let me ſee him. 
Bar. Why Kate to keep you at —_ I ma 
lock bow upin the till, 


Enter Tony Turck. 


Toby. I've left the priſoner i in ſafe cuſtody with 
Jahn Grum. 

Bare. (aſide) Then I brings him up to town, 
and lodges him with the Marthal. R. 
Kitty. Oh heavens! tell me Teeyy! is it the her- 

mit ? 

Toby. No. 

Kitty. It is. | 

Toby. 'Tis not—why you're as bad as Mrs. 
Maggs, who juſt now ſaid he was her ſon, and 
he wasn't her ſon—there's deſcription of his par- 
lon. (gives Kitty a paper) 

Kitty. (reading with emotion) Handſome, dark 
countenance, fine teeth, expreſſive eye—'tis he! 
you hard-hearted creature—but I'll releaſe my 
own true love, tho? I beg my bread for it. 
[Exit baftily. | 

Toby. 


— 
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Toby. Be's I to lay the cloth for your in the 
two-bedded room. (to Barebones) 

Bare. 1 loves to eat in a parlour. 

Bar. Why we wiſh to reſerve that for other 
company. 

Toby. Parlour !-then, Sir, ſhan't 1 tap no wine 
—he won't inform—(apart to Barleycorn)' 


Bare. I drinks vind, for J thirſts ufter the good 


things of this vorld. 

Bar. That's right. . - 

Toby, He's a wet Chriſtian. 

Bar. Shall they take up dinner? 

Bare. Yes, I hungers after good; I could 
munch one morſe] of Portlin mutton ; yea, one 
pound and an half, and fix and four, and two 
Wheat ears, roaſted in vine leaves, and other 
ſettries of niceiſh ſaver. 

[ Exit with Toly: 


Bar. (looking out) The cquire—dang my but- 


tons, here'll be work. „ Lhe 


Enter Warmmy, (looks at the broken atues wei th 
amazement) 


Whim. Fury and diſtraRion |! what's all here! 
—Tully! (calls) 


Enter ToLLy, (a little intoxicated ) 
Tully. ( ſinging) *© They'd be like the Highlanders eating 


of kail, 
And curſing the Union, ſays Grana- 
waile.“ 


Whim, This is your going to the alehouſe, 
here's your brags, here's yellow bees humming 
their bag-pipes—bur I'll turn over a new leaf, I'il 
dig and root out— | 


Tully, 


A © 2 © rw, nYq 


Tully. Arrah, Sir, I wiſh you'd let the leaves 
and the trees alone you've been digging and 
rooting here prettily: what put it into your head 
pull up the plants in this manner ? | 


Whim. My head, there's my dancing Faunus 


Tully. Oh! I ſee how this is; ; you. want to 
keep me only as your ſhow-man, and take the 
head gardening into yeur own hands—the 
nums all torn, the myrtles, and lillies, and lay- 
locks, all pull'd about as if they were old bean 
ſtalks, 

Whim. You raſcal! what do you talk of the 


paltry plants—look at the ſtatues, none equal to 


them in the Vatican. 

Tully, What do you talk Sir of cans and pitch- 
ers! Only tell a body what you intend to put 
down in the place—if yourſelf was planted, the 


devil a thing would grow out of your head but 


potatoe apples. 

Whim. Two of my ſeaſons — - 

Tully. You don't know the ſeaſons ; you” re 2 
gentleman, and you've money to buy roots and 
fruits, but I tell you, you don't know an annual 
from an evergreen. 1 got myſelf finely laughed 
at to-day by ſhewing your kickſhaws, but I waſh 


my hands out of ic. There's your deſcribing- 
book (brows book down) and you may get another 


Ciceroni magpye to chatter to the company. 
. (Exit. 
him. There's a villain ! 


Enter PRAN Rs. 


Pranks. Pull people's wig's off can't think 
who the fellow was! Dick, I'm on the ſpur to 
tetch my nephew ſrom Weymouth ; what per- 

PEARS 
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plexities he has involved me in | Dolts to 2ppre= 


bend Naty Maggs for him; theſe country con- 


ſtables are ſo obſtinate, won't even take my word: 
but what ſort of wild people have you ſettled 
amongſt here that pull folks heads about? 
 Whim. Yes, heads, legs, and arms, look! (points 
to the flatues) N | | | 
_ Pranks. (looking round) Ha! ha! ha! a good 
deed this however. | By | 
* Whim. What, to demoliſh my beauties ? 
Pranks. Your modern gardens are art ſpoiling 
nature; fixing up a ſtone woman where one ex- 
to find a roſy girl of health, fleſh, and 
blood: if we mult have ſtatues, inſtead of im- 
_ porting ancient heathen gods into Engliſh mea- 
dos, why not encourage Britiſh arts to cele- 
brate Britiſh heroes? for a Jupiter by Phidias, 
give me a Howard by a Bacon: the five thouſand 
pounds you laid out upon that elumſy pantheon 
yonder, wou'd have built a neat cluſter of alms- 
houſes, where age and infancy might find an aſy- 
lum from the pangs of indigence. | 
him. Why, but Billy--- _ * 
Pranks, When I reflect I owe my preſent inde- 
dence to my education in the Blue Coat 
choal, as I drive my whiſky on a Sunday by 
Dulwich. College, I feel more warmth of affer- 
tion for the memory of Edward the king, and 
Alleyn the player, than for all the travelling cog- 
noſcenti in Chriſtendom, Dick, I love reaſon, 


Enter ToM Pranxs. 


Lom P. A rare chace, but I got from him. 
death! (/ees Old Pranks, runs ). ffs 

£ranks. Oh, VI. have you. (purſues) WOE 
+ | : IM. 
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Whim. He likes reaſon, and the fellow's mad; 
there he runs after my hermit.—Certainly 'twas 
this ſavage old Goth committed theſe barbariſms 
here, I hope he'll not find his nephew; however, 
I mult prepare my daughter for the marriage. 


SCENE III. 


Tnfide of the Hermitage. Tow Pranks diſcovered 
fitting in his Hermit's Dreſs, as if put on baſtily.. 


| Enter PRAN ks. 


Pranks. (looking about) 1 thought I had a 


glimpſe of him darting this way---Eh ! one of 

Whimmy's toys---( ſeeing Tom Pranks) Father 

Dominick did you ſee a young fellow run in here 

—Do ye hear! can you ſpeak I- it was certain- 

1 my nephew; can you ſee? I'm on the hunt 
0 


ra nephew, I've been good to him, and in 


return he does all he can to torture me, a curs'd 
hound! break out of jail, ſkulking about here, 
and ſuffer an innocent man to be taken up for 
him; hand- cuff'd, haul'd, and dragg'd-—- 


Tom P. An innocent man ſuffer for me ! (throws. 


off his hermit's dreſs) My dear uncle! 
Pranks. You ! Oh you villain! How dare you 

borrow money about as you have done! hy, 
Tom P. Sir, (confuſed) I---I---borrow'd money 

to get out of debt. 7 hg | | 
Pranks. Eh | how ? . 
Tem P. Yes, Sir, to pay my debts, 


vor. 11, NN Pranks, 
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Pranks. But why get in debt: 
Jom P. All owing to my good principle, the 
4 people would truſt me, my character was 10 ex- 
cellent. 

Prants. Then from your excellent character 
they think you a rogue 

Tom P. Dear Sir, diſcriminate between vice 
and folly ; you are the only, one I ever wrong'd, 
my ſecond parent, my friend, my benefactor, 
_ Sooner than let this perſon you ſpoke of juſt now 


any longer bear the diſgrace that I alone deſerve, 


Tl inſtantly free him by delivering myſelf vp to 
hopeleſs impriſonment, (going) 

Pranks. Eh ! ſtop you rogue you, conſider how 
terrible a priſon is, 


Tom P. Lord, Sir, no! the only difference be- 


tween me and the people walk ing by is, that 
they're on one ſide of the door and I'm on tꝰ other. 
to reſign myſelf to impriſonment now, is barely 
performing the duties of honeſty.  - [Exit. 

Pranks. Surrenders to free the guiltleſs | Not 
ſo bad as I thought him. A mad fellow, but 
youthful intemperance draws him from the path 
of right—a generous lad too. 


Enter KITTY. 


Kitty. Sir, I've been told you're a banker gen- 
tleman in London, you bankers, Sir, have al- 
ways a great deal of money. 

Pranks. (aſide) I've heard of petticoat pads 
2 piſtol may come out here! Well my, dear, grant- 
ing I have money, do you want any? 

Kitty. Not 8 myſelf, * but there's a young 
gen- 
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ntleman is taken up for debt, Sir; Ithoyght it a 


pity he ſhould go to priſon, as he ran out of it- 


before, and that, you know, Sir, is a ſign he 
docsn't like it; hard for a perſon to go where they 
can't be happy. 

Pranks. Upon iny word this young lady reaſons 


extremely pretty; ſhe muſt mean mW 


Miſs ? 

Kitty. And Sir, my aunt by my ad ſide, 
has iel. me three hundred pounds, independent of 
my father; here are the papers, Sir, all about it, 
if you'd be ſo kind to. advance the money, and 
tranſact the buſineſs of releaſing the young gentle- 
man with it, I'd be very much obliged to you, 
Sir. (curtſies) 

Pranks. Here's a charming girl But who 


cou'd think my Prentice had merit enough to - 


attract her attention? (fide) And ſo, my dear, 
you think Naty Maggs fo fine a fellow, that you, 
give up all your forrune to releaſe him. 

Kitty. Naty Maggs! No, Sir, our goire 8 
hermit, Mr. Tom Pranks, 

Pranks. What! my wild nephew! (over; ed) 

Kitty. Sir, kee 2 the papers, I know you'll free 
him; you look 
Sir. [ Curtfies and Exit. 

Pranks. The heart of an amiable woman 15 the 
true touchſtone of manly merit. This good and 
delicate creature loves my nephew, he muſt be a 
worthy lad. But this attachment is very recent, a 
viſer match, perhaps, for him than Whimmy's rich 
daughter, The girl, no matter for her ſituation, 
is come of a good lock, and ſhould be tranſ- 
planted, I didn't, till now, know Tom — I'll for- 


give, n give him all- Go to the King's Bench 


N N 2 again ! 
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again! that he ſhar't while P ve a'guinea to ke 
him out of it. H gu 18 


SCENE IV; and laft. 
A Gallery in Wany's Houſe. | 
| Eater Ton PRrAxKs, (haſtily crofing) nid Pers: 


 GRINE meeting. 


Pere. Stop, Tom, whither now? 

Tom P. To the King's Bench — what's the mat- 
ter? Oh, true, Miſs Dian told me - upon my ſoul 
ber father uſes you both very ill Who is this 
whelp he 1 by oing to give her to? 

Pere. I don't know; Mr. Whimmy has never 


even 851 bim. 
Tom P. An uncle isn't it that rings this 


about ? 
Pere. One chance, this young man may, as it's 
a forced thing, be indifferent, and old Mr. Whim- 
my doats ſo upon his daughter, that were an em- 
peror to ſlight her, *twou'd for ever loſe his 


favour. 
Tom P. What's this. nephew” 8 name 2--.-who, 


where, what is he? 

Pere. 1 know nothing about him. 

Tom P. Nor old Whimmy either. 

Pere He has never ſeen him, as I'm told. 

Tem P. Then I'll perſonate him, and I warrant 
diſguſt the old fellow ſufficiently to make him 
break off the mateh; then, Peregrine, is your 
harveſt. [I'll be with you in a trice—never 
diſmay'd, when you admit me a ſchemer into 


your cabinet, for I have turn'd my coat fo Foe 
nce 
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doubt of my — 2 moſt finiſhed politician. 


” 


Enter WH IMMY, and Dian weeping. 


bim. In yain talking, child—I muſt Des my 


firſt promiſe. _ 
Dian. But, dear Sir, will you ſentence your 
child to miſery? 


Pere. Sir, you encourag'd me with a certainty 


that I ſhou'd be the happieſt of men, and now in 
2 moment, to ſnath me 4 om Heaven, and plunge 
me into an abyſs of deſpair. 

Whim. Can't help it, Dian ;—I muſt give you 
tomy e neren. 


Enter Bux. 


Ben, Sir, here's a young gentleman inſiſts 
on ſeeing you - ſeems in a piteous taking. 


Enter Tom PRanKs, diſguiſed like a boy, bis hair 
 ooſe, and pulled round bis Face, > 


Tom P. (crying) Oh ! I will not have her. 
Whim. Who are you ? | 
Pere. It is certainly Tom Pranks. 
(20 Dian) 
bim. What do you want? 
Tem P. I don't wan't a wife. 
( Roars out crying. 
Whim. Who the devil cares whether you do 
or no—have you any bulineſs ? 5 
om 


fince I artiv'd in theſe parts, that there is no 
(Ee. 


. 
A —_— = UT = — 
re Ee a Be r 
4 n 2 + 3 — * - 3 
— DET a — = -» % - CE 4 * >, * + . 8 * * 2 
mY | = 4» — — — Py - — 


—_— ˖ = — 
— — — 
— 2 


— — — — = — 
— - — = N — 
28 * * — " — 
— * 
32 


r ar 2p * 
"W- _ 4" © CE 


—_—— ——— x 
. 6 4% 3-8-2 AT 


+ 
I” 


3 
2 
—— 


” - 2 — 
2 - 
thy C's — 4 5 


— — — - 
— 
ww. SL 


ef . = 
8 Ps _—_ wo 


8 —— — — _ = 
, &- .4 - 
©,  _ 1 . 
5 TEST” = 
r 


—— . P 


3 — — 
* k 5 od - 1 


2 ⁰ THE LONDON HERMIT:.. AS 


Tom P. No I'm. a . gentleman, My uncle 


oye « muſt TY your daughter; 30 but I won't. 
Rearing, 


" Whim. Can this be the wild rogue I've 
heard ſo much of? - Why, your uncle told me 
you were another kind of being. Dian, this 3 Is 
your huſband. How do you like him? | 
Dian. (apart to Peregrine) 1 ſee this--Sir, if 

Mr. Peregrine can pardon. me, ſince you've ſet 
your heart om it, I'm reſigned to your will, with 
the dutiful obedience of a daughter. 
p Whim, Now, that's d Peregrine you | 

CO oc 

Pere. Then, Sir, ſince the lady is ſo very fickle, 
I reſign her with little regret, 
 Whin, Ah! this is all very well; then we'll 

call your uncle; Parſon Jack is in the next room, 
and you ſhall be married immediately. 

Tom P. But I wor't marry her, oh! (cries) —TIIl 
never ſay, dear father-in-law, to ſuch an ugly old 
fellow as you. 

Mim. Why, you impudent young hands 
dare you affront me, and refuſe my daughter ? 
then Jet your uncle do his worſt, There, Pere. 
grine, take Dian, and may I be drowned it ever 
I again attempt to part you. 

Pere. You'll alter your mind again, Sir. 

Whim, I'll put that out of my power—go 
children; Doctor! (calling ) tack that couple 


together inſtantly. 
(Puts Dian and Peregrine of. 


Enter PRANKS» 


Tom P. 'Sdeath ! My-uncle again ! 
| bim. 
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Whim. Billy, what à bouncing you've kept 


about this nephew of your's. He a blood — wp 


bubbering mlkſop. 

Pranks. er a — : 1 4 he's A 
buck. 

Whim. 1 fay he's an afs. 

Tom P. (Still crying) I won't have a wife. 

Whim. There's the buck ! a taſteleſs cur, has 
been abuſing me here, and refuſed my daughter. 

Tom P. The devil! am I really the charac- 
ter I thought I only perſonated. (aide) 

Pranks, Where is he? 

Whim. Can't you ſee? thraſh him for his im- 
pudence to me. 

Pranks. This whimpering clown my Tom! 

Tom P. Aye, poor Tom! (throws of Bis di/- 
guiſe) Ha, ha] uncle !—Whimmy, how are pou 
my boy? (claps him on the back) 

Whim. By the lord, it's my galloping hermit! 
and your nephew too ] 

Tom P. (to Pranks) Sir, 1 now ſee your good- 
neſs ; but had Il even before known it, 1 could 
not have enjoyed the bleſſiug you deſigned for 
me, at the expence of a friend's happineſs. Mr. 
Peregrine has love and merit.—l admire, Vue 
don't deſerve the lady. 

Pranks. Then, {ſince you're ſo diſintereſted as 
to decline the golden pippin, I'll give you 2 
lweet wild ſtrawberry. 


Euter KiTTY. 


Kitty. O Mr. Banker, have you indeed releaſed 
him !—'tis he (/ooking at Tom Pranks with joy) 
thanky, Sir. (Curgſies to Pranks.) 


Pranks. 
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Pranks. Tom, here” s 2 young girl that wou'd 
have barter'd all her little fortune for your free« 
dom; and now as you hope for mine, take her. 

bim. Why, ſhe's daughter to the Red Lion. 

Pranks. Eh! my honeſt landlord that reliey'd the 
ſufferers of Minchead, while you were ſwallow. 
ing peaches in December, and the poor ſhiv+ring 
in cold and nakedneſs! Red Lion, Dick! where 
honor is derived from benevolence ; ſhe' sdaugh- 
ter to a nobleman. a 

Tom P. What ſay you, my deareſt girl? ? | 

Kitty, Only, Sir, that my heart is fill'd with 
gratitude; but you mult aſk the Red Lion's con- 
ſent; for tho' you were a huſband for a queen, 


I wou'd not have a prince, if it might grieve an 


indulgent parent. 


Enter Tosy Trnatcn and Jon Grun, with 
Macs, priſoner, (his dreſs diſerdered and torn) 


Toby. Your worſhup, the defender here is ob 
ſtropolos, and has lick'd I and Jahn Grum. 

Maggs. Aye, dem'me, I plump'd em. 

Tem P. Was't you, Naty ? I'm ſorry that my 
Iregularities ſhou'd have involv'd you in this 
trouble, 2 


Enter Ms. MAacss. 
Mrs. M. Oh! Ignatius Maggs—my child td 


be haul'd about—but this comes of your not ac- 
knowledging me your honor'd mother. 


Pranks. May the ſon never get better uſage 


who cou'd deny his parent. 


Euter 


rr . rere Kt, PR, = 


| 


o tits 1 l ns ref 8 9h 


Enter BAALZTeon and TULLY, Winging i in Baxz« 
BON BS. | . 


Bar. Dang wy buttons, bat yu ſhall pay me. 

bin. What's this?? 

Tully; Only this devout preacher walks into 
Mr. Barley corn's and crams bimſelf like à great 
fowl; then walks off without diſtharging his 
ſhot ; When aſkd, fays he, you'II be paid Foyt 
and ſays Mr, Barleycoru, who! by there f and 
ſays he, Why by Abdiel ; ſo they walk'd. up ſtairs 
to me, where I was taking a pint and a whiff of 
tobacco. I was chriſten d Mr. Tully, o I walks 
down but who ever ſaw an angel with à pipe ina 
his mouth? I don't mind paying for à man's 
dinner; but, Sir, be ſo kind 2s to fend this 
gentleman to jail for bilking the Houſe, "How _ 
Ne do, Mrs. Maggs? (bowing) | 

Tom P. My Saint George's Fields landlord}. 

Bare. The ſpirit openeth my mouth. 

Tully, You opened your mouth to ſwallow a 
leg of lamb, honey. 


Bare. All things ſhall be in common mee the | 


righteous ? 


Toby. Pay me for ſerving edpias on. wegen 


Pranks." 
Tom P. Me! how? 


Pranks. Capias | What, are you * ie 
Barebones that has lent 4 nephew money at an 
exorbitant uſance. 

Tom P. That, like the devil, tempted me by 
the means, and now puniſhes me for the ſin. 


Enter Pansen and Dian. 


Pere. Mrs. Peregrine. (to Whimmy) 
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Dian. Deareſt father your bleſing. (they kneel 
to Whimmy ; 
Tully. "There, my blefling on you both, you 
two n (puts his hand on their beads) 
Im P. Then, my dear uncle, I take my 
lovely Kitty Barleycorn, and whilſt her gentle 
qualities convince our friends, that birth and 
rank are not neceſſary to conſtitute an amiable 
wife, my reſpect for her virtues may prove, that 
the choughtleſs prodiga) can make a a huſ- 
| band. 1 4 | 
Min Oh! Tm bapey'd ba! ha) We've al 
ſo very generous. Peregrine, with his little 
ortune, has Dian and all my wealth; your ne- 
phew, with your riches, takes little Kitty Barley- 
corn with nothing at all; and Mrs. Maggs looks | 
ſo charming, that I could find in my heart to 
(going up to her) | 

Mrs. M. Now that's ſo like Mr. Olmondle, 
( ſmiling and — 

Mbim. (runs from her) To the devil with the 
Olmondles. 

Tom P. Then, Sir, here ends my five. years 
hermitage, and, inſtead of my annuity, I ſhall 
think myſelf nobly rewarded, if my fancies can, 
by an indulgent ſwile, receive the forgiveneh & 
; My generous ricnds, 
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Cypreſs, . . . . . . .. 0. . g=. Mr. MUNDEN, 
Captain Clifford, —— Mr. MRERADpy. 
Parrots, — . — Mr. Jon xs roxg. 
Kitt Katt, ...... ...... Mr. CLAREMONT, 
SEolin, n Mr. Fawezyr. 
Harry. . . . .. . . .. .... . ... Mr. BERNARD. | 
| Porter, ..... o. vito. Mr. THOMPSON, 


Miſs Melcombe . . . .... Mrs. Davzxroxr. 
Miſs Julia Melcombe, 7 ee Mrs. LEE. 
Landlady. ...... ...... . Miſs PLATT, 


Comrany, Banp, 80 As, Ce. 
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BLUND ERS AT BRIGHTON, 


e 3 « 
SCENE I. 
A Street. 


7 


Enter Coin with a Baſtet. N 
CoLin, (hoking out). 
Ys, It be's, Harry. 
Enter HA RR, (in morning dreſs, and B athing Man) 
Harry. No, tell Biſhopp I ſhan't bathe to- 


morrow. Exit man. 
Every morning relaxes, and we come down, here 


to brace ourſelves up like drums, for the rattle of | 


a London winter campaign. 
Colin. My brother Harry ! 
Harry, 
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Harry. Colin What brought you hes ? 

Colin. An if you go to that, what has rough 
you here? 

Harry. I came but yeſterday with my lady. 

Colin. Ob, then you got a pleace ſince? So did 
I the very day after we parted in London. 

Harry. Why, that's lucky, the firſt week you 
ſer foot in town. | 

Colin. No, it was quite misfortunate. My place 

was fo badiſh, Meaſter was one of che ſhew. 
Harry. What, an actor? 

Colin. Yes, he ated your foreign Opera Plays, 
in Haymarket, 

Harry, Oh then, you were ſervant to an Opera 
_ ſinger? 

Colin. Ves, that was it; he got a huge deal of 
money from our high gentry here in England; 
but to ſave it all, and bring it away with him, he 
ſtarved himſclf, and gave me nothing to eat, I'll 
be dom'd but he did; for his ſallads, made me 
pick dandelion and water creſſes out of the 
ditches z then he made maccoroni, which be's juſt 
like our hard dumplings cut into long tobacco 
ſtoppers; then he made omlettes, and when he uſed 
to boil eggs, he wanted me to ſup the broth, an Ita- 
lian ſon of a ſauſage, wanted to fatten an Engliſh- 
man with egg broth, ſo I left him—oh, 1 left him. 

Harry. Well, who do you live with now ? Some 
Suſſex Squire, Eh? 

Colin. No, | bes ſervant to a deſperate voine 

lady! Miſs Melcombe, from Lancaſhire. - 
" BI. W hat ! ( Jurpriſed) ha! ha! ha! "by 
Heavens exceeding good ! 
Colin. Now your miſtreſs's name, Hwy? 
Harry. Miſs Melcombe from Lancaſhire—You 


impudent puppy, how dare you tell me you 0 
wit 


with Miſs Melcombe, when | am certain, Fm the 
only man ſervant ſhe has at Brighton. 
Colin. I ſay I'm her only man ſervant; and dom 


your impudence, brother Harry! a conceited 


fool! in; his trowſers, ſtrutting about like a Pair 
of dns 


"" Rader Cyennss. 2 


Cyp. Oh, ſure I've ſeen you before. ths Col x) 
Colin. Tes, Sir, afore the chair, and behind 
the coach. „nbi | 
Cyp. You live with Miſs Melcombe? 
Colin, Now mind that, Harry—l do, ON 
Op. My belov'd here? oh, let me fly !—no, 
ſhe ies Ecremony, Ii ſend in my name 
(takes out a card and writes) 


Colin. But I muſt go give cook the — 


mullets. (goes into houſe) - - 
Cyp. (turns) Eh, where's Miſs Melcombe's 


ſervant ? ? 


Harry. (advancing) I'm here, Sir. 


Cyp. Then you too belong to the lady ?—ſtepi in 


with this card to your miſtreſs, and bring me 
back an anſwer; tell her you ſaw her dear Cypreſs, 
and that 1 look charmingly. (Harry goes into à diſ- 
tinct houſe from Colin) Never man had ſuch diſap- 
pointments! it's the buſineſs of my life to be 
kind to my old friends; to be ſure I hope t 

will leave me ſomething when they die, but no 
chance of that here I ſuppoſe, they fancy a puff of 
ſea air can reſtore their breath, and a mouthful 
of ſalt water pickle and preſerve them, and it's 

no fancy, Tom N ibble that I ſaw in town with 


one foot in the grave, I met juſt now with two 


in a pair of boots. Dick Toothleſs that I left 


ſteep d 


* 
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ſteep'd i in | barley water, I find at Hick's Tavern, 
peeping at me over a round of beef Lady Squab 

parted, hid in a ſtuff'd elbow chair, | met this 
morning gallopping over the Os qr z 
race with a ſtaff officer. | 


| Enter CaPTaiN Currrony. 


Clif. What, Mr. Cypreſs! | 
: Cyp. Mad Captain Clifford here 95 eh, he 
don't look well, VII be civil, (ade how d'ye do 
a thouſand times, my dear, dear, Sir? 
Clif. Never better, thank heaven ! juſt eſcaped 
from our meſs ; they drink ſo hard 
Sp. I ſee now he's freſh and florid, find every 
body 1 meet in barbarons health 0 vexatious 
(prin g) Oh, but true, I muſt wait for an anſwer 
om the miſtreſs of my heart. 
Clif. Ha! ha! ha! who is your goddek'? 
Come don't be aſham'd to tell! £ 
Op. Sir, I boaſt of my love for Miſs Mel. 
combe, as her love to me is her greateſt glory! 
4 Miſs Melcombe! Can it be my Julia! 
aſide) 

0 Cyp. Yes; I'm. the lad of her ſoul, I've ſent 
in my name; now you'll ſee her ardent deſire for 
me to ſend in myſelf. _ 

Clif. Miſs Melcombe's not at Brig hton ? 

Cyp. Then that houſe is not To Brighton. 
inting to that where Harry went in 

Clif. My love next door to where I lodge, and 


I not know it! 
Re-enter Ha RRY, both + 60 him. 


Cyp. Well, you delivered my card to your 


| miſtreſs * ? 


Harry, 
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Harry. Yes, ot but the 2 2 ſhe knows no 
oy perſon, _ LE. 
Op. What! 


di. Not know the glorious lad of her foul! 


(laps Cypreſs on the back) hal ha! ha! 


Cyp. 1 deſire, Sir, you u my honor 


ſhe s 

Clif. Hold, Sir! Miſs Melcombe is a lady for 
whom J have the utmoſt VEnETatiON=— 

Op. You! 

Clif. Yes, I, and for proof I'll indulge you, 
and in your own way too, I'll ſend in my name, 
(writes on 4 card) 

Cyp. Not know any ſuch gentleman ! walks 
about) 

Clif. Eh but where's Miſs Melcombe's man ? 


Re-enter CoLiv. 


Colin. Here I be, Sir. 

Clif. Are you her ſervant too ? 

Colin. Oh, yez, Sir, I bes her livery man. 

Clif. And perhaps her common councilman. 

Colin. Noa, Sir, I never durſt give her coun- 
cel, tho* I adviſe her ſometimes. Will you 
walk i in, old gentleman? 

p. Old! raſcal ! 

Clif. Come, Sir, I won't hear even Miſs Mel. 
colmbe's ſervant abus'd. 

Colin. That's right, Sir, love me, Iove my dog. 

Clif. Then carry that in your paw to your 
miſtreſs. [ Exit Colin. 
now Mr. Cypreſs, I don't abſolutely boaſt I'm 
quite her glory ! but perhaps ſhe won't defire me 
to ſend in myſelf, (ironically) 
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Re. enter Col ix. qi 
Clin. Sir, I delivered myſelf of your card, but 
my lady ſays, ſhe doesn't know _ "mg: about 
the perſon that wrote upon it. WES. 

Cyp. Ha! ha! ha! h 

: Clif. Impoſlible ! by heavens ſhe is the moſt 
capricious ! I ſee her duplicity in this ſeeming 
_ denial to Cypreſs ; Julia prefer a ſordid raſcal to 
me! hark'ye, you old raven! your hovering 
about for legacies is notorious, thro' almoſt every 
public place in England ; you have been hooted 
out of the rooms at Bath, drove from the pantiles 
at Tunbridge, and by heaven, I'll have you beat 
off the Steine at Brighton. 

Cyp. I beat! ha! ha! ha! well, I ſhould like 
to ſee that. 

Calin. So ſhould I, Sir: be he! he ! 

Cyp. Raſcal ! 

Colin. He! he! he! [Runs off. 

Clif. Il have this refuſal from Miſs Melcombe's 
own. lips. No, I'll ee her no more; but II 
match you Mr. Cypreſs, [ Exit, 


Enter Miss MeLcomsr, (in full dreſs) from the haue. 


Mi/s M. Colin ! fetch my paraſol. 

Cyp. Oh! here is my perfidious Peggy. 

Miſs M. Thoſe young gentlemen will keep fly- 
ing after one ſo, I'm glad I didn't bring my niece 
Julia here; no chance of admirers her flimſy 
beauty in the way. What Mr. . I pro- 
teſt I'm glad to ſee you! 

_ Op: Yes, ma'am you'd be glad to ſee me at 

; Pondicherry, 


OR, BLUNDERS A BRIGHTON. —=.299 


Pondicherry, ſo you were at the ſame time upon 
a Suſſex cliff; even from thence, madam, I ſhould 
behold you. Love is a monſtrous telegraph : if 
you had any compaſſion, you cou'd read with- 
ont ſpectacles, that ſlighted paſſion: is a piteous 
caſe. | "gi | 

| Miſs M. What do you talk to me, Sir, of ſpec- 
tacle caſes ? 1 8 A | 

Cyp. Then, madam, I'll be round with you: 
you might have put on your barnacles and an- 
ſwered my card. 15 | 3 

Miſs M. Yours! my ſervant did bring me a 
card juſt now, but not from you. 

Cyp. Forgets even my name ! 


Enter HARRY, dreſſed. 


M/, M. How provoking ! here's ſome gentle. 
man has ſent his ſervant to watch me about. 
(afide) 

Harry. Now for the library. My miſtreſs 
ſhou'd have ſet dawn more than one number. 
| | [ Goin 

Cyp. Didn't I give you a card for your lady 

Harry. Certainly, Sir. 1 

Op. And wasn't her anſwer that ſhe didn't 


know the writer? 8 

Harry. Knew nothing at all about him, Sir. 

| . 

Cyp. There madam ! oh! ſhame ! that a lady 
can rend a man's honeſt heart, and then deny it 
to his miſerable face ! . 4 

Miſs M. What, Sir, do you talk to me of 
cards to ladies; and, Sir, I can't help your miſer- 
able face! 


Cyp. You can help, madam, my bleeding heart, 
* _ that 


\ 
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that you yourſelf have given the fatal ſtab to! 
But—1 don't care twopence about her: 10 no 
ſcorn in my turn. 

Mys' M. Sir, if I have atersctiand am I to 
blame? I didn't make them. 

Cyp. Make! no, Miſs, you bought your hte 
and Loos ready made; the maſter of the cere- 
monies at your toilet places them- well enough 
Miſs, but if one was to ſee them in à morning, 
there's a caſt off and change ſides, Miſs: Where 
e are the lillies? on the cheeks of my Philis! 
«© where is the roſe? on her pretty little noſe !” ' 

Miſs M. Barbarous, cruel man ! 

i Cyp. Nay now, Miſs Melcombe, my dear 
eggy! 

Miſs M. Sir, though I was chriſtened Margaret, 
I told you I was fince confirmed Scraphina. Sera: 
phina is 3 biz Crore 7 

p. Will you be Seraphina * aki 
ber hand) 5 5 FP * 


Enter Col ix, with a paraſol, 


Miſs M. Colin, go to Gregory s and aſk for 
the teleſcope I choſe on my fortunate raffle yeſter- 
day. Any meſſages, you'll find me on- the 
Steine: | 

Cyp. My dear Peggy 

Mi/s M. Sir, be aſſured Miſs Melcombe will 
never be Mrs. Cypreſs. [ Exit, with Colin. 

Cyp. There's a coquet ! all art, her denial to 
Captain Clifford, She's gone to flirt with him on 
the Steine. How have I loſt her? Some diſguſt 
Was it when ſhe pop'd in upon me t'other day 
whilſt I was ſhaving ! She deſired me not to mind 


her, and like an aſs, on I went, up to the eyes 
in 


” - 
. 
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in ſuds, eviſtiog my features 1 into fifty ugly ſhapes 
before her. When ſhe aſked me for her favourite 


air, like a fool I muſt play it on the German 
flute, and put my mouth into fuch an uncomely 
ſhape : my attitudes were ul che“! ne is 
gone Come revenge But how• ? - 


Enter Bor, 160 hand-bills . daten, ad 


one to CypRRSSs, and exit. 


Pſhaw ! peer me with auction bills ! and—Eh, 


(reads) Great Rooms Mr. Parrots Give imi- 
« tations - principal perſormers —ſawing a deal 
board - celebrated oratot two cats in a gutter 
« drawing a cork” —Oh, here's au occaſion for 
ample revenge on my perfidjous Peggy | ſhe has 
killed me, and I'll make her armee, Oh, Ill 


have her among the cats and gutters [ Exit. - 


SCENE II. 


The Steine, before Goats s library, company 4 
ing, converſing, c. Juri Mercohzr and 
others, ſeated under fas Naxxa, reading. 


Julia. (to ſhopman) I deſired my Sende to (cal 
for the book. No matter: I'll take it myſelf | 


Man. (writing) Miſs Melcombe. | 
Julia. Eh, what Captain Clifford is this? (look- 
ing at ſubſcription book) My dear Charles at Brigh- | 


ton ! moſt certain ! 
Euler 
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Euter Carram Ciirronpd. | 
Qi. Oh, here is Julia! Moſt obedient ma' am. 
Julia. Ma'am—ſo cool! well then, moſt obe- 
dient, Sir. Ah, I was once the lovelieſt creature 
in the world : wasn't I, Charles? Look. in my 


face wretch: is not there now ſomebody elſe more 
lovely?. - 14a 


5 AIR. —Joria. 


- » Go, wild and fickle rover, | 
Where laſt your vows you paid, - 
vm Fly round and play the lover, 
To widow, wife, and maid. - | 


Late faireſt of fair creatures, 
All mine your tears and ſighs, - 
Have I now other features ? | 

Or you got other eyes ? 


When Flora's gifts are coming, 
An inſe& you peep out! | 
A bee then fond of humming, 
You pertly buz about. 


When next on flowers you'd ſettle, 
With betle-eye take wing, 
For honey court a nettle, 


Exchanging ſting for ſting. | 4 


Clif. Why, ma' am, you are very pleaſant. 
Fulia, Certainly ; this is the place for pleaſure. 
But how long have you been at Brighton? 
Clif. Long enough, madam, to receive proofs 
of what I never even ſuſpected. | 
Julia. Don't talk ſo loud; the people are all 
Faring at us. | 
5 | Clif. 
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Clif. Oh, madam; it's your ambition to be 
ſtared at by young and old! 

Julia. 1 was going to take a, turn before the 
Pavilion come, give me you arm, and let's know 
what is this mighty buſineſs. 820 87 

Clif. Pon ay honour, ma'am, this is exceding 


well—my arm! then you are not afraid 90 meet: 


ing old Cyprels ? 
Julia. Now bleſs your pretty little ſoul, C harles, 
who is old Cyprels ? 


Clif. Oh, ma'am, that incomprebenſitility of 


ſurpriſe is really abſurd : you firſt refuſe to admit 
Cypreſs, becauſe I was in the way; then, to 
ſoften him by a compleat triumph over me, you 
ſend me out word 


Enter Col ix, ſpeaks in at the ſhop. 


Colin. 1 want the telepope, that miſtreſs won 
with the dice- box. 

Clif. ( fops bim) Oh! I gave you a card for 
your lady : you brought out for anſwer that ſhe 


didn't know me ? 
[Exit into ſhop. 


Colin. .Yez, Sir. 

Clif. There madam. 

Julia. But what's all this to me? 

Clif. You ſeem very careleſs about it ; but I 
think it's very much to you; and Julia, all in all 
to me: (tenderly) therefore madam, I inſiſt 

Julia. Hold, Sir! you forget yourſelf: ſuch 
behaviour in a public p lace ! 

Clif. But, ſure J — a right to demand an 
explanation. | 

Julia, Oh, my valiant captain ! To proceed in in 
form: hadn't you beſt ſend me a challenge? but 


you may take it for granted, Sir, that whether in 
reſentment 
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feſentment or affection, this is che laſt time! (hall 


ever give you the meeting. [Exit 


dCi, ' flog Cypreſs! no, the guad natured 

ople round have witneſs'd my inſulting a wo. 
man; they ſhall not add to my diſgrace by ſeeing 
me beat an old man. Eh ! isn't this Mr. Parrots, the 
Iriſh Mimic? Ha, ha, ha! A capital miſtake in 
talent his, attempts to imitate every chàracter 
and dialect the molt oppoſite ; yet, with ſuch an 
invincible brogue, that when he fancies he f 


or ſings a variety of voices, you can only think 


yourſelf in a debating ſociety at Tipperary. 
Enter PARROTS and WAITER. 


Par. Waiter, prepare me a good breakfaſt of 


fome tea and cakes ; but if you can't get three new 
hid eggs, you may eat them all yourſelf, ( Exit 
Waiter) Captain Clifford, how do you do, Sir ! 
Clif. Ha! Mr. Parrots, true, I ſaw your bills 
for performance. Is 
Par. Yes, Sir, I'm come to give my imitations, 


and have hir'd a fine big room ; but ſuch a buſhel 


of troubles as I have had. 

Clif. I'm glad you're come Parrots, I wanted 
ſomething to laugh at, this place is very pleaſant, 
eh? the Steine, and Downs, and bathing —— 

Par. Bathing ! oh a bleſſed affair happen'd to 
me about that, the very day I arrived, I was ſo a- 
fraid of nobody coming to hear me, that I was 
about to go back to London; ſo I took my place 
in the machine, but inſtead of a ſtage coach they 

t me into a wooden cloſet, and dragg'd me into 


the ſea: hallo! ſays I, let me out! Off with your 


clothes, ſays the fellow, and tumble out here 
beadlong. | 
| Clif. 


ca aw fea / ox=-m wh waad” 
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Clif. Hal hal ba! —_— | 


Par. Well, E thought I'd kay hives * days 18 


longer, if only to pick up, among their bathing 
ſhops, and raffling machines, a new ſtock of ori- 
ginals; and faith I've been at them eyes: drop- 
ping about every where; why t'other night in 
the play houſe, 1 had a Scatch preſbyterian calli 
to the muſic for God fave the King! A Frenc 
marquis bawling for Roaſt Beef and! an W 
roaring for Rule Britannia! 

Clif. Oh, you've him at your tongue 5 end. 

Par. Who, the Iriſhman? now there you Te . 
out: he had ſuch a devil of a brogue, that he's 
the only Hog there 1 cannot mimic al. 


AlR— Pan! Kors. | 


Pm the man that can take off every fowl, 
From the inging lark, to the barking dog. 
Hark! the lark.  (-wimics) now the dog. 
All beaſts I can mimic upon my ſoul, 
From the cackling hen, to the grunting hog: | 
The hen, ee now the hog, (mimics). 
All's food for wit, that falls into my diſh, 
Like crowing cock, Pm a fine bird-call, 
And yet I cannot well mimic a fiſh, j 
Becauſe that a fiſh ſays nothing at all. HELL 


Atall jolly J L make a rout, 
I'm call'd for my ſong; for a joker I paſs; 
But ſome how or other---I bring it about, 
That the people all think me a fine jack-aſ;. 


At Hanover-ſquare, when your concert plays, 
- Like them I can preſto, piano mY. | 
I fing and I whiſtle with ſo much | 
The black crow's neat ſong, and — tight cuckow, 
Lo! the crow; the cuckow. (mimics) | 


The wing of boards, and the drawing of cork, 
And water as dropping, drop, drop, dro} „ (mingcs) 
I 1 up my pipe, with my great pitch- ork, Ef 
At the bottom now, and now at the "ey * 


Vor.. 111. Q Q 
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At all joy parties I make a rout, 
I'm call'd for my ſong ; for a ket 1 9 0 
But ſome how or other bring it about, 
That * people all think me a fine lack. aß. 


cn Ha! ha! ha! this offers wrnerbing for 
od ypreſs. (Afde) Mr. Parrots, if you ſhov'dn't 
be encouraged here, equal to your merit, you 
| may ealily get money for your travelling Expences 
however. 

Par. Then how my We Sir ? 

Clif. Liſten.— A gentleman here had an old 
friend, whom he once inſulted groſsly: this friend 
hadn't ſpirit to reſent it himſclf, yet dying lately, 
carried his reſentment to his laſt breath, abſo- 
lutely in his will left a legacy of a hundred pounds, 
to any one chat wou'd cane him on the wg 
Steine. 

Par. Ha, bs, "ha! Why that was 2 comical 
cowardly fort of revenge. 

Clif. Now ſuppoſe you were to earn this 1 

Par. Beat a gentleman ! you don't catch me at 
that Captain. 

Clif. Why beſides touching the caſh, vou chaſ- 
tiſe an impudent little raſcal. 

Par. If I were to chaſtiſe all the impudent raſ- 
cals I meet, I ſhou'd have five fiſis for every one 
of my ten fingers, thumbs and all. | | 

Clif. Intereſt is not the ſtring, I muſt touch the 
Hibernian's courage. (afide) ] don't think the le- 
gacy will ever be claim'd, tho“ the money is 2 
temptation, yet nobody bitherto has ventured to 
win it by flriking him: he's a remarkably ſtrong 
little fellow, indeed full of tricks with his ſtrength 
when he gets a bottle; twiſting pokers round his 
neck, battering pewter pots with his forehead: 
they talk here, (but I never beliey'd it) that the 


# #1 * 


cauſe 


(| 


ver 
cauſe of the eaſt cliff falling, was his ſhoving, in 
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à drunken fit, one of the great guns off the bat- | 
tery : Yes, yes it requires a deal of reſolution to 


win this leg 

Par. Why, Sir, d'ye think I'm afraid. upon 
the Steine you ſay? any particular time men- 
tion'd in the will? 
Clif. Eh, vonder is old Cypreſs, (aſde) when 


there's a good deal of company, about now, * 


| look, that's your man. 
1 What that clergyman bowing to the la- 
dies? or the man in mourning, 633 ſo 
hearty? (looking out) 
Clif. Pho, look there. ' 
Par. Oh the little ſquab lad in the Wy wig and 
blue and filver coat. But, Captain, if I do earn 
the legacy, who's to pay it me? 
Clif. What name! oh, any, (afide) ch,—one, 
one Captain Tomkins is the executor. 
Par. But where does he live? 


\ 


Clif. Any body will tell ow look, that's his | 


houſe. (points off ) 
Par. Very _ Dai 
Clif. Here's Jac y, he'll be dragging me 
to the bottle. (gorng) » 


(Enter an Orx1cun,) | 


Officer. Ha! ha! ha! hollo Clifford by hea- 
vens you're a fine fellow to ſlip aff ſo! 


Clif. Never mind me, | there's a lady that 


— — 


Officer. Meet a lady with ſuch a ſober ſtupid 
face—Come along my boy ! (Ang.) 4 


4c * Ve nus ne er looks with a ſmile ſo divine.” 
. (takes him off) 
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| Pur. To get my bottle I muſt firſt touch the 
corks. He's here, a hundred pound is a good 
thing, but beating him in cold blood—by my ſoul 
I'd rather get a thraſhing myſelf (fo that nobody 


might know it) than ſtrike a man that has hiever 


done me any harm. — But a ſtick is neceſſary, 
No” * LEuit into Gregory s, 


Enter Cernnas 8 0 newſpaper. ay 


Cyp. I'm burning for revenge on my ervel Peg, 
but no finding this Mr. Parrots the dieren 


_ « deal of faſhion here this evening. 


Enter Col ix, from the ſhop, (with a tele pee ) 


Oh, is your Lady on the Steine? | 
Cain. Sitting in yon voine e at Craw- 
ford's library. 
She ſhall ſee ** terms I'm on with peo- 
pl of condition. (looks thro' an opera glaſt) Sir 
uke! we'll ſettle our bet at the rooms. {calling off ) 
Lady Dimple ! do you ride to Rottingdeane to- 
morrow? Our friend the Colonel promiſes a 
charming treat from the Porſet band, on the level, 


(calling off) 
Colin. Yes, Sir, miſtreſs 20 L will be on the 


level. (looks thro' the Teleſcope) Dick Coachman ! 
Shall us tip a mug of Newhayen beer at the white 


horſe ? (calling off ) 


p. Colin! Courdnit you draw your lady o this 
way ? tell her ſhe'l] ſee ſomething very pleaſant. 
Colin. What, fir, yon wi child and tumbling 


black m or? 


Cp. No make her look towards me. 
Colin. I wull. _ [ Ext. 
Cyp. Then the'l! learn that I'm ſomebody for 
all her fcorn. 
oy Re-enter 


= a . 5 2 Hs ods CD . * 


© 


Re-enter Paznors fron the ſhop, 8 4 «flick. 


Par. I'll pay you for this little nag, but now 


take it out an airing upon trial. (eating N 


p. Let's ſee what valetudinarian friends at 
Buxton. (fits and reads the e yy 


' walks round, then fits by him). 


Par. I muſt get him more amongſt the dompa- 
ny, (aſide) Sir, hadn't you belt take a walk? 

p. Take a walk! + 

Par. Yes, Sir, and I'll take another, and. 10 

we'll both take the ſame walk. | 

p. Who is this man? (aide) 
Par. Til make him affront me, and then it 
will be all his own doing. (drops the cane on Cy- 
preſs's foot) Sir you needn't kick ſhelalah aboiar, 
you and he will be better acquainted by and 
bye. Fr 
05 J proteſt this is an odd perſon. ( afide): 

Par. I don't like ſtriking a naked man; L wiſh 
he had ſome weapon. (afide) Sir, how do you 


like this colt? becauſe Sir, if you'd ſtep and 
takea filly out of the ſame patidogk yonder, 
they'd breed charming, 


Cyp. Breed what ? oy 
Par. A quarrel! 
Cyp; 1 do not like this man. (fide) 
Par. How ſhall I ronze him! (aide) When 
_ paper's out of hand Sir, Il thank you for 
; (takes it) I'm oblig'd to you, Sir. 
05 It's now out of hand indeec. 
Par. Sir, I ſay that's falſe,” for now. it's in 
hand, and yet I'll read it out of hand (reads) 
«© On Saturday died. 
Cyp. Lord 2 juſt let me look at the deaths ! 
Par. 
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Bay Takes an affront like mulled claret, then 
I'll beat him without any ceremony for the mean. 
neſs of his ſpirit ! (ade) Look ye Sir, as to bat- 
tering pewter pots againſt men's foreheads, and 
making cravats of kitchen pokers, that's all to 
me a mere dog's whiſtle! |» 

Cyp. Sir! 

Par. I never attempted to throw A cannon over 

a cliff like others 
cp. Did'nt you Sir? I beg pardon, I thou ght 
you did—Gad this is an odd fellow ! ha! ha! hat 
(et - 

Par. Harkye, Sir, I wiſh to avoid ſtrife, and 
ſo—if you'll only tell the executor I did it, PI 
not Jo; it at all. 

Sp. Then Sir, you may let it alone, what's 
all this he's talking about, I'll go, and OT not 
do. 

Par. Oh but I will if you go to chat, "blood! 
and thunder Sir! why don't you put me into a 
fury as you did the dead man ? but what did you 
do to make the dying ſoul leave you ſuch a token 


1 N . i ; add * 
3 _ — 5.4 F 
e > 1 - - - 
* 


* of affection? 
4 Op. Who! what ! has any deceaſed friend left 
3 me! | 
$I Par. Ay you'releft the truth of a thumping 
'N legacy ! 
E/ Cyp. Indeed! where am I to receive it my dear 
A Sir ? 
bt Par. Why here. 
A Cyp. Here! when ? 

Par. Now. 

Cyp. Who's to pay me it ? 

Par. I. 


Enter 


« 
d 
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Re- enter Cog. ' 


Colin. I told my lady Sir, and ſhe and compa- 
By are all looking at you. 
pe The executor may want a witneſs —— | 
Cyp. Watneſs ! why, my dear fir, won't my 
receipt do? Come, we'll get Pens, ink, and 
ſtamp in the ſhop. 
Par. No, leaving a mark will do for this—you 
ſtand there, and obſerve. what paſſes. (70 ur” 
Op. Ay, tell your lady war tokens of affec- 
tion I receive from others. Now I'm ready to 
take it. 
Par. And I to give it. ( Atrikes him) 
Op. Murder! help! 
Par. There, l've tried the poney cb ho 
lick down) And now for a touch at the ell. 
4. 
Cyp.. Oh bende! oh my back! L 
Got in. Then this the joke they're to ſee, he, he, 


he! How my lady laughs, all the gentlefolks des 


laughing at you | he, he, he! what a happy man 
you be to make people ſo merry! he, he, he! 
Syp. Ys you villain, yes I'm very happy, 
publickly difgrac'd ! caned on the open Steine! 
and for wnat?— What did | do to the fellow? 
Miſs Melcombe may indeed now deſpiſe me, I 
myſelf to draw her attention and be curſt to me, 
I'll write to her—explain- what I don't under- 
ſtand, I' go home —isn't this my old landlady : 


Enter LanDLapr. 


Eb, now * dadne; where are you elle, 

and nobody at home to light me a re ug eo. 
Land, Ah, Mr. Cypreſs, I wiſh I could afford 
to 
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to keep a maid, but la vk one muſt call in upon 
one's neighbours to ſee whether they're dead or 


Cyp. What then you're a legacy hunter ? you 
ſelfiſh creature] I fay return home and light my 
candles „ 

Land. Ah, Sir, I'm only going to the Apothe- 
caries, take a couple of turns more on the Steine, 
for the fea air is ſo wholeſome for you phthyſicy 
old geatte men 323 

Op. There's a ſcandalous goflip ! eh, gone 
to the apothecary's! ſome hope of an old wo- 
man that goes into an apothecaty's ſhop, I'll 
make her à preſent of a pair of, fleecy hoſiery 


- 


mbadoes. * „ 

Colin. Oh here's the poney. (ales up be flick) 

Cyp. Boy, you ſtep home with me to ſtrike a 
light, and carry a letter to your lady. © ©» 
Colin. Ves, Sir, he, he, he! you be mare comi- 
cal than tumbling blackamoor.—How cleverly 
he managed the poney, here he went ſo! and 
2 he went ſo! ( flouriſhing it over Sypreſs's 
Bead | ng 
oo Why you raſcal ! ( fnatches it, Colin runs 
ef) What will Peggy think of me, ſure ſhe 
won't have me after this public diſgrace, well it 
not, I'll ſtill purſue her; perhaps when ſhe dies 
{he may leave me ſomething in token of former 
triendſhip. ew oY: 


AIR—Orranss. 


Our joys are all fled, 

Ob! alas, and alack ! 
My friend now lies dead. 
And the houſe hung with black. 


How 
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' How can his lov'd wife 
Her vaſt ſorrows endure ? 
N She's loſt to all life, 
As the mutes at the door. 
ö Out handkerchiefs wave, 
And our hearts are in dole 
He's laid in the grave, 
, And we think on the---cole: 


With glaſs of wine we'll cheer our woe, 

And wage our miuzzy faces, | 

Then hey! for Doctor's Commons go. 
To ſee how there the caſe is. 


] have the fortune,” cries one ſon, _ 
« And t'other not a ſouſki,” 
The wife ſings, My kind huſband's gone: 
« He was a Rouſi-ouſki.” 


Executors grand! | 
Now think how they gan crib, 
Left plate, houſe, and land, | 
To his dear loving rib. | 


With widow we dine, 
All batchelors met, 
Atchievement's the fign 
There's a wife to be let. 


So lonely her---bed! | 
Her ſad heart ſure will break; 
She ſwears ſhe can't wed | 
In leſs than a---week. 


With glaſs of wine, &e, | 
[ Exit. 


Enter JUL1a agitated, and HaRAT. 


Julia. And Mr. Clifford lives next door to me? 
I will not live next door to him—Harry—You 
muſt look out other lodgings. Then this was 
the cauſe of his behaviour to me! ah! fye! fye! 
VOL, III. RR men 
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men are all baſe and venal.. (afide) How long 
has your brother and his miſtreſs been here ? 

Harry. But a few days, ma'am. 

Julia And Captain Clifford you ſay ſent in a 
tender meſſage to my aunt ? that is your brother 
Colin's lady—the other Miſs Melcombe ? 

Harry. Moſt certainly ma'am. I didn't know 
you had an aunt; they ſay ſhe's very rich ? but 
that to be ſure you know. 

Julia. And that ſhe is very rich my falſe Clif. 
ford to be ſure knows, But dear he need not be 
vain of his conqueſt, for my venerable aunt 
throws out her lure for every bird that flies! he 
fancies it is his fine perſon that has caught her, 
but I'll convince him, that with all his grace, and 
accompliſhments, he may be ſupplanted by the 
firſt inſignificant, dangling coxcomb, that chuſes 
to pay her any attention. (aſde) Harry you are 
acquainted with ſome of the officers” ſervants ? 

Harry. Oh yes, madam, very genteel valets. 

Yuliz Then if you know any very genteel valet, 
that has a very ſmart little maſter, whoſe * 
mentals would fit me 

Harry. Madam! | 

Julia. Borrow them—ha, ha, ha! I think I 
ſhall make a ſmart Brighton officer ! I can dance, 
ſport my uniform on the Steine, chatter at the 
libraries, ſhew the ladies my neat marquee, then 
at our camp and review, 


I'll make a rout, 
The cows and ſheep my only foes, 

On prancing fteed curvet about! 
With pops of pow Gary AY the crows! _ 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE, II. 
(Moon-light)—Before CyrRESS“s Houſe. 
Enter CAPTAIN C11rx08D, elevated with Wine. 


Clif. What's company, wine, mirth, without 
love | women ſhould be indulged in their little 
caprices, ſince man cannot exiſt without their 
charming ſmiles. I'll call on my divine Julia, 
throw myſelf at her feet and aſk her pardon. 
(A light appears at the upper window, Cypreſs is ſeen 
ſeated in cap and gown writing.) | 


Enter Colix from the Houſe. 


Colin. I'll wait on him no longer, my lady will 

want me, and this old rogue will give me nothing. 
Clif. Julia's ſervant! where have you been ? 

who lives here? | 

Colin. Mr. Cypreſs, Sir. 

Clif. Eh! I totally forgot] wonder if Par- 
rots performed the exploit ! That *rother bottle! 
loſt all the fun by it, - what you're come with a 
letter? | 

Colin. No Sir, I ſtay to take one, his old land- 
lady be's not yet com'd home, ſo ſtingy won't 
keep a maid—ſo Mr. Cypreſs bid me watch door. 

Cliff. Well, I want to aſk him a quetion, 

Colin, Noa, Sir, he bid me not let any one 
diſturb him whilſt he's writing love.— | 
; Clif. ls that he up there ?- | 

Colin. Ves Sir, he lee ps in a garret for the good 
air over the hills. | 


C/if. Go home, your lady wants you. 
R 2 Colin, 
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| 42 Does ſhe ? good bye, Sir. ( /outs the 
or 

Clif. Why did you ſhut the door? 

Colin. That nobody might go in, till old wo- 

man comes back. 

Clif. Dem the old woman | 

Colin. How fine theſe officers e dem the 

old woman! | Exit, 

- Clif. Julia's diſſimulation, carrying on a cor- 

reſpondence—Cypreſs has the name of money, 


can ſhe be ſo baſe! you're compoſing your'e love- 


letter? then I'll diſcompoſe.—(Jooking up, knocks 
at the door) I don't think he can know me. (de- 
ranging his dreſs) 

Cyp. (within) Colin | why don't you go to the 
door? 

Clif. I'll teaze him but what mall Ifay! 

( preſs opens the door with a candle) | 

Cyp. Where 1s this clown run to ? 

Clif. Pray, Sir, does Captain Tomkins live 
here ? 

Cyp. No Sir. 


Clif. Aſk pardon Sir, any Wien in this neigh- 


bourhood, Sir? 


2323 Pon my word Sir, I'm but a ſtranger 
myſelf, 

Clif. Good night, Sir—ſorry to give you—ſo 
much trouble. 

Cyp. Oh Sir, no trouble, good night Sir (ut 
the door ) 

Clif. Ay, trot up, (liſtens) ſeated ? (looks up) 
yes—(Cypreſs appears at the window, takes up pen, 


Captain Clifford knocks, Cypreſs ſtarts, ber the candle 


and retires )—Ay, now trot down again. I hope 
he won't let his candle fall, for I like to contem- 


piate 


OR, BLUNDERS AT BRIGHTON. | 317 
plate his deleQable viſage (A ning, Cypreſs ens 


the door) —-Pray Sir, does Captain Tomkins live 


here? 
Op. No, Sir, Captain T omkins does not 


live here, eh! why, Sir, you are the gentleman 


aſked the ſame queſtion this inſtant! 
Clif. Bleſs my ſoul ! the lame door indeed ! 
Sir, I aſk pardon. 


Cyp. Oh, Sir, no nenn what 82 


the old woman 

Clif. Sir, I wiſh you a good night, 

Cyp. Oh, Sir, 58 night to you. [ Exit. 

Clif. (Ii iRening Up we trot again—ſet to our 
love-letter ? Eh, I believe he has taken his pen 
and ink-horn into ſome other room—oh no, 
there fits old amorous Ovid. (#nocks, Cypreſs 
ſtarts, appears vext, tries to open the window but 
cannot, the Captain knocks) Oh we trot down a 
little faſter. (/ifening) 1 believe he's tumbled 
down ſtairs. (Cypre/s opens the aver) Pray, Sir, 
does Captain Tomkins live here ? 

Op. Why what the devil, Sir, I told you 
twice no Captain Tomkins lived bere. 


Clif. I beg pardon, Sir, forry to give you ſo 


much.trouble. 
Cyp. Sir, really I don't underſtand what you 
mean 
Clif. Sir your ml obedient, I wiſh you a 
good night. 


Op. Well, Sir, good night.—(as be s ſoutting 
the door, Captain Clifford puſpes it) 


Clif. Oh, Sir, you ſeem to have loſt one of 


your flippers. 
Cyp. Curſe it all! | 
Clif. Pray, Sir, don't ſtay out in the cold— 
you'll 
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you'll get a ſore throat. (Cypreſs ſutting the 

door, Captain Clifford puſhes it) Oh but, Sir, can 
ou tell me where Captain Tomkins lives? 

Cyp. Inquire at the public-houſes, 


ſhutting the door, Capt. Clifford puſhes it open 

_ Clif. Pray Sir, which is the public houſe ? 

p. Hell and fury, I don't know! | 
Cf. Sir, I aſk pardon—moſt obedient, good 
night, Sir. [Exit Bowing. 
Sp. This old woman to take the key of my 
parlour, but I'll quit her lodgings. to-morrow ! 
Til come down no more if the houſe, is on fire! 


[ ſhuts the door, 


Enter a PORTER, 


Por. Letter ſays number twelve. (holds it to the 
lamp. Cypreſs appears at the window writing, Por- 
ter knocks, Cypreſs afler many attempts, -burjts open 
the window and loots out) | 


Cyp. I'll come down, no more! Get away you 


raſcal! 
Por. I've a letter for Mr. Cypreſs. 
Cyp. A letter ! oh. ( ſhuts the window. 
Por. Get away you raſcal !--don't care,” the 
lady ſhall pay me for bringing it. [ Exit, 


Enter PaRRoTSs. 


Por. Unlucky, Captain Clifford and his jolly 
party broke up, but where does the executor 
live ?—the Captain pointed this way, ſo ſince 
I'm on the ſpot, I may as well try to find it out 
to night, that I may be ſure of knowing it in the 
morning, oh this may be it. (going to knock, Cypreſs 
opens 


Iv 
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opens the door) Pray. Sir, does Captain Tomkins 
hve here? | f 


Enter LanDLaby with a lanthorn going towards 
the door, Cypreſs claps it violently, Parrots 
runs off—the Curtain e paſtih. 
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ACT II. 
155 SCENE. I. 


The Coffee room at TIL TS. 


| Cirrain Ci IrroRD diſcovered at Breakfaſt, 


CAPTAIN CLIFFORD. 


III. get leave of abſence—quit Brighton, and 
fee Julia no more. 


Enter K1TT-KATT and WAITER. 


Fiitt. (looking at the Subſcription Book) What then 
your Coffee room is a {ſubſcription buſineſs ? 
Captain Clifford is he at Brighton? 

(Waiter points to the Captain and Exit: 

Clif. Ah! Mr. Kict-katt ! 

Kitt, Moſt obedient, Sir. 

Clif. Have you been long here ? 

Kitt. Came laſt night ; my principal motive is 
to take a picture of your camp on a review day— 

a Cap- 
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2 capital ſubje&—T ſhall have a particular like- 
neſs of each officer—may I hope, Sir, for your 
influence with your a friends, e 
to ſit for me? BO 
Clif.” Certainly, 1 
- Kitt, I need not ſay that Captain Clifford will 
have a conſpicuous fituation i in the fore 1 — 
bows. 
Clif. ( pauſing) If I never fre julia more, 1 


ſhould like to have ſome remembrance of her. 


(aſde) Mr. Kitt-katt, baniſh battles and camps 
from your mind for the preſent, I wiſh you to 
take the likeneſs of a lady for me ? 

Kitt. With pleaſure Sir—ſhall I wait upon 
the lady ? is ſhe in Brighton ? 

Clif. Les; but hold; tho' ſhe has claim to 
the full exertion of your art, her modeſt opinion 
of her own charms could never ſuffer her to con- 
| ſent=—ſhe'll not fit, it muſt be done without her 
knowledge. 


Kitt. Then, Sir, procure me an opportunity of 


ſeeing her. 
Colin. (without) Yez ; have our horſes read y 
at two, 


Clif. Oh, ſep here my lad ? 


Enter Col ix. 


Colin. Sir don't keep me, I A got anger laſt night 
for being out of the way, and miſtreſs was fain 
to ſend letter to Mr. Cypreſs by common porter. 

_ Clif. Send letters to him! well no matter— 
where's your lady now? 

Colin. Gone to hear big drum and hautboy on 
Pavilion Parade. 

Clif. Mr. Kitt-katt couldn't you take the like- 
neſs by a ſtolen peep ? \ 

VOL, It. 88 Ki. 
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Kitt, But how ſhall 1 know the lady. in the 


crowd ? 


Clif. Here you, ſhew your miſtreſs/ to thi 


genticman. 
Colin. Shew my miſtreſs this gentleman ? | 


Clif. Pha! point her out to him-—but don't 


tell her——mind. 

Colin. Indeed, Sir, I don'r know. her mind, 
he's fo fly. | $ 
- Clif. Pho! Get along. ( ſhoves bim ) 
follow him, obſerve he lady he ſpeaks ) Quick 
with me un, and Pl — Nane to * 
officers. 


Kii. NOT thanks, my me” e adieu. A, 
8 


Enter PAR vors. 


Par. Ah, Sir, what did you run fuch a 1. 
upon me? firſt to make me beat a man, then aſk 
himſelf for the reward?“ 

Clif. What do you mean? 

Par. Mean! why Captain Tomkins is the gen- 
tleman I threſh'd, and not the executor ! laſt 
night I Enock'd at the houſe,” and I thought he'd 
have knock'd the door and myſelf into the win- 
dow the other fide of the way, 

| Clif. Why Parrots; did you. inquire laſt night 
for Captain Tomkins. Ha, ba, ha! 


Par. Pho, none of your laughing, Sir, tell me | 


where the executor lives that I may get in the 
money; and out of the town, as he may be for 
bringing me before a juſtice, 

222 Ha, ha, ha! and he opened the door in 2 


red night-cap? ha, ha, ha 
Par. 


ws Py 
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Par. Yes he did, but never mind his red dicht 


cap now. 

Clif. With a candle in his hand ? ha, ha, ha! 

Par. Oh the devil burn your candle, Sir, what | 
a laughing you keep 

Clif. And you aſked, © Pra „Sir, does Caprain 
Tan live here? ha, ha, * bv. 

Par. Yes, I did. 

Clif. Ha, ha, ha! let's ſee, the Captain i is one 
executor, but you certainly went to the wrong 
houſe. 

Par. Well right or wrong, I' go no more to 
Captain Tomkins, if there are two executors who 
is the other ? | 

Clif. It's Mr. Come with me, and I'll ſhew 
you his houſe—ha, ha, ha ! 

Par. Oh, Sir, if you keep grinning ſo I won't 
go with you ! *pon my honor. 


Cli if 1 Now I'm ſerious, ha, ha, hal [Exeunt. 


CC ————— 
SCENE II. 
_ Cryness's Lodgings, 


Enter rr ns- 


Op. Pay two guineas a week here, and an old 
beldam keep no maid ! Oblige me to open doors, 
and get myſelf inſulted by all the raff in the ſtreets 
PI * for n up * W 8 


'7 5 ka Enter 
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Enter 7 Corn, (crying: 1. 
1 

Colin. WORE Sir, it's all along of you. 
Cyp. Colin, what's the matter ? A of i 
Colin. You wou'd bring me away laſt Sight 
| todling after you, and while I was out, miſtreſs 
was ina worry to ſend me with .a letter. 
Sp. Ay, to Captain Clifford 1 warrant, Fm 
glad I didn't ſend my letter to her. Well? © 

Colin, And ſo, this morning, Colin, ſays ſhe, 
you're an honeſt creature, and the beſt zarvant 
that ever flouriſhed a flambeau, but I diſcharge 
you for an idle vagabond. I've loſt my place on 
your account, and if you've any conſcience you'll 
get me another or take me yourſelf. 

Cyp. This fellow will tell me all her ſecrets, 

(aſe) 

Colin. Im now an honeſt mon out of bread, 
bread bes the ſtaff of life, and without it I ſhall 

tumble down, as you wou'd was I to trip you up. 

- Cyp. His coming is à propos, to prepare and 
attend me on my * fear you're a fad 
fellow tho”, 

Colin. Yes, Sir, I bes fad out of pleace, hire me, 
and ['l] be a merry fellow. 

Cyp. But living with a lady has ſpoil'd you. 

C lin. No, Sir, I have liv'd with a gentleman 
who was ſometimes a prince ! ſometimes a Roman 
weifer! ſometimes a pagan god! 

Sp. Did he keep a coach? © 

| Clin Noa, he was an Italian, ſo Ws Engliſh 
nobility kepr a eoach for him, my maſter ſung in 
the Haymarket, he told me, Sir, he uſed to fing 
for the pope; he was a comical fellow, they call d 
him the firſt Buffalo, 


AIR, 


AIR. —Coliu. 


* 
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* 


(Aoct Italian fyle.) 


Maſtieri wasi Opera ſinger, 
© Lived in Alley call'd Cramboui, | 
In his ring he wore a finger, 


Sop'd it in vinegarini, 


Much he lov'd too munch Balogni! | 


And ſhake over 2 42 


Caro then his mouth h 
With no“ pia Andrae 


e'd open, 


In the coffee-houſe Spring-garden, 
Signior would no ſpendi farden. 


At the Oran 
Pianoiſſimo dri 
At the bar whips up a 


take his coffee. 
off he. 


jelli, 


Reado then newſpaperelli, 

Nice ſallad, if he ſhou'd eye any; 
With pennyo he will buy any. 
If it have dandelioni, 


Endivini, celerini. 


Saladini, beetrootini, 


gidini, 


Cutto with the knife and forks 
| Jaw to worko, draw ſe corko. 


Flaſky, glaſki, 
Primo, Brimo. 
Brinky , whinki, 
Soko, joko, 


As he paſs Hay-Marketti 
Horſe in carto there he metti, 


- Hair-bag full was-ſtuffed with hay, 


Hungry Horſo drag away, 
Look like ninni, 
Ladies grinni, 
I approchi, 
Call a coachi. 
To del watermano throw, 
Penny ſi fortiſſimo; 
He ſteps in, ſtep up I puto, 
On his fingers door I ſhuto, 


* 


35s 


— — 


' 


| Squall whip ſmacko, 1 


Pavement cracko, De bes 
Pall-Mall-didi, | 
Cockſpurini, A | 
Up Strandini, 
From Sang uini, 
Buy pomatum, Serre | 
For my patum, | $24." 
Taviſtocko, 5 10 
For my blocko, 
Of Vickeri, 
Buy falſe hairi, 
Hardhamoſi, 
Snuff my noſei, 
** a ys 
e Baro, 

Fein Lani, 

Saufageani, | 
Buy of Longman, 
Pretty ſongman ; 

Signior fill his pockets full, 
Sail to Italy backino, 

Dere he laugh at Johnny Bull, 
In his ſuperfine Caſſino. 


* 


Gp. Well, my lad, I'll try you—ftep to the 
Cattle Inn, and deſire them to tend me a | oft chaiſe 


about eleven; tell the maſter I'd join for part, if 


he knows an infirm old lady or gentleman going 
to London, becauſe on a journey I'm very tender 
of the ſick. | 

Colin. So am I, Sir, 'twou'd do your heart aced 
to get ill, only to ſee how careful I'd nurſe you 
—]law, I had it of feyther and mother; an old 
friend, (that they didn't care two-pence about, 
only hoped he'd leave them ſomething when he 
died) was woundedly ill in our ſtreet; mother 
uſed to make him chicken broths— and wi little 
puddings; yet, would you think it, after all, he 
ſlip'd up to heaven without leaving them a mar- 
vadee ! 


p. 


„ tw A _ ©, a A or .- 


Cyp. That was à bilk ! to heaven ! no, he flip d 
down to t'other place, for his ingratitude! 
Colin. Then, Sir, when. you are ſick, I take 
ſuch care of you, that the fooner you go up to 
heaven, and leave me ſomething the better for 
us both; twill be ſo unexpected you know, 
Cyp. Bur, boy, you muſt bad out that gentle- 
man that affronted me yeſterday on the Steine, and 


bear him my mortal challe; 
Calin. Don't trouble yourſelf, Sir ; here comes 


the very gentleman, ſo 7 may eren it your- 
ſelf. 


with my luggage, 


. Oh lord! I'm going to town; help me : 


frrah. 


| _ Enter Panzors. 


Par. Well, as the Captain has ſent me now to 
the right executor, he has made amends for all his 


capers. Oh! ſtop boy, wasn't it you that ſaw me 


trim the old gentleman, yeſterday you muſt ſtay, 
and be my voucher that I did it; = ibs half- a- 
crown for your gentility—oh, the gentleman, I 


preſume; good morning to you, Sir; according ta 


the will, | beat the old man yeſterday, and if you 
don't believe it here's a witneſs. 
Cyp. Eh! (turns, Parrots ſurpriſed and confuſed. ) 
Colin. Oh! Sir, -he'll believe it without my 
oath— He, he, he! | 
Par. "_ return me that half-crown. 
Exit Colin. 
Op. If you” re come to renew your barbariſm, 


I'll bawl' murder out of the window, you ve | 
ars 
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[ Pulls trunks about, and throws clathes over reds | 
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Par. I'm had again I might expect this, 
hen the captain got upon his red night caps—1 
find now he has brought, me to the ſame , 
only it looks into another . | 

cp. Begonel +. W 
Far. Sir, are you Mr. Cypreſs, or 55 
Tomkins, or the executor, or the dead man, or 
the legatee, adminiſtrator, or teſtator? 'I have 
earn'd the legacy, and will kave it. | 
Cyp. What legacy ? 
Par. The hundred pound! 
Cyp. Are you dreaming? ? Who cold you of this 
Wi. pound? © 
Par. Why, faith, a queer kind of genius 
—— h ſet me on but do you know one Cap- 
lifford? 
=O Captain Clifford ! I ſee it, 2 1 
plan between him and Miſs Melcombe. (Ade) 
You've been moſt groſsly impoſed on. 
Par. Why, I ſuſpect there has been ſome hum 
put upon me; but no harm done; I with you good 
morning: | 
Sp. Sir, there has been a deal of harm, and 
In have juſtice Who are you? | 
Par. Sir, l'm a gentleman without an eſtate; 
tho” I'm an elder brother, as my father had no 
fon but myſelf, ſo Im oblig'd to live upon ſecond- 
hand voices; ſince there's no legacy, I muſt ex- 
hibit my imitations in the big-room. (ade) Sir 
my bill, I hope you'll honour it. (gives bil!) 
Cyp. What are you Mr. Parrots, the Mimie ? 
The very man I wiſh'd to ſee. 
Par. I thought ſo, Sir, therefore introduced 
myſelf ro you. 


Cop. Op with your oak rung 8 4h 
or- 


Par. But is ſhe well e e t bird? 


. Who?: Vale Melcombe1 the feather of =- 


the alhion—She once lov'd me. 


Par. And ſhe doesn't now? wen. frecnd: 
thoughts are o_ =__ dear . W me to 


ber. ROO os 
Op. She v won't let! me hirbenduee myſelf, 


talk, or how can I mimic her? 

| Land. (without) Ves, fir, very ng | 
Cyp. This curſed old woman, dancing the ow 

ple in A r me do ſee che lodgings. 2 


Enter LaxpLApr and H. an. 


Lak Ay, Sir, you'll not find more pleaſant 
ludgings ig the town. | 

Harry. Oh, ſomebody ION it, Manas 
band-baxes ! not room to Whip a cat— (opens the 
windows, flings the chairs about, throws himſelf on 
the ſofa) don't let me diſturb any body.—Eh ! this 
is the old blade that ſent the card to yl lady this 
morning. 

Cyp. Peggy's other ſervant! (aſide. * 

Par. A very ſaucy conceited gentleman this. 

Harry. No object in the proſpect. (Looking out 
of the window, © Parrot's Matches Harry F bat, and 
Aings it out of window.) 
Par. Now, Sir, ou ve a capital object how 
d'ye like it? 

Harry. Dem'me, Sir wen, Ma am, FI 1 
don't ſee any ung more to g-- fancy, I-ſhall call 


again, - [Exit with Landlady. - 
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forgive all; PII ſtart you: A character to mimic, 
the moſt whimſical lady} oft ast, "> 


Par. But I muſt hear her: ations, and ſee her 
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Cp. His mifire@/ſend him to look for lodgings 9 
in chis houſe ! then ſhe can't know I live here. * 


(aſide) That was Miſs Melcombe's ſervant, run 
after him, he'll put you in the way of ſeeing his 
lady, who, if you can by your mimicry, make 
a ridiculous laughing ſtocx——- x 
Par. But you muſt bring me a. great deal 8 
company fill my rooms with an overflow. 

Op. Yes, yes, and forgive you all. 
Par. Thank'ye, Sir, but if 1 offend a. man, 
till l make Bag reparation I can't forgive myſelf, 
therefore I mult aſk your pardon in preſence of all 
the people that ſaw, me wrong you. 

Cyp. What repeated! I deſire it may end here. 

Par. I'll 1 ample atonement, for I'll ſay, 
Sir, Lm ſorry I ſtigmatiz d you by beating your 
fine old — about with my dirty little bit 'of a 
"_ 

This will be more e diſgrace than the thing 

w 


Par. The Steine dee balls come, Sir. | 
Cyp. Sir! I'll not go! N 
Par. Do you think I've nothing to do but to 
threſh you, and then you to deny me an occaſion 
to rub off as I go? Come— | 
Gp. I do forgive you. | 7 
Par. What here in a cloſet? Your non ac- 
eeptance of my conceſſion is a demand of fatis- 
faction, that's my inference. 
Cyp. Confaund your inference and impudence. 
Par. Only walk with me up the Steine, before 
the a ng on the Parade —and i in the TO: 
of them all- 
Cyp. Get out of my houſe. | 
Aer. Have a care, or before I clear off one 


flogging, 


flogging, you'll make me give you another; 

why, [ belizve I muſt keep a tally d 

all the 1 I have to make ou. 
Cyp. Well, Sir, I attend you. 1 
Par. No, Sir, I'll wait on ou. 
p. Curſe your politeneſs. [ Exeunt, 


* 


| | SCEN E III. 
The Parade, | the Pavilios in view. 


Company conver fing, «walking, &c. Carriages, horſes, 
croud, tents, ſentinels, &c. Military band; firſt, © 


wind inſtruments, play a plaintive Scotch air; then 
drums and fifes—quick Iriſh tune. 1 


Euter Jvr rA, (in regimentals). 


Julia. I think I've paſt, hitherto, quite officer- 
like :—now for a loving attack upon my aunt 


Margaret. From the time ſhe came out, ſhe ſhould 


be here by this. | 
AIR.—Juia. 


My bluſhes I muſt with my ſex now forget, 
Tho? coy Pm no longer a maid; 
In bright burniſh'd Gorget a brazen face ſet, 
A ball room ſhall be my parade: 15 
In nice chicken gloves as I gallantly ſtand . 
While fiddles for action prepare; | 
' For dear pas-de-deux, give the word of comm 
And gracefully foot to the fair. | 
1 | 


and, 
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"1 At moſs when old care in a bumper is drown'd "P32 Bb 
Let the toaſt give a zeſt to each glaſs; 
When Bacchus the temples of Cupid has crown'd, 
I reel off to my favourite lais: 
* Mott lovely,” ſays I, O thou witty and gar 
Permit me to play with your fan;” 


PH ftrut and Pl ſmile, dem it quite militaite! 
Pon my ſoul 'm a very fine man: IEP 


Enter ParROTS. . + 


Par. When | thought he was coming out of 
the ſtreet door with me, to run back and lock 
himſelf up in his garret! Captain Clifford told 
me he was as ſtrong as a camel b, here's 
Mi Me ombe s oy footman. 


Enter HARRY, (calling to JoLiks) 


Harry. Madam Well, Ma' am, Pye ſeen Va 
riety of lodgings. 

Joie. Huſh ! how indiſereet, go. (apart) 

Logs Harry. 

Par. Madam ! I'm fure he did ay madam, 
Oh, oh! then this muſt be the lady Cypreſs de- 
fired me to mimic. Such a beautiful creature 
love him! may be ſo, as the F's fat, fair, and 
forty were all the toaſt of the young men—Who 
knows but the 8's ſhriveled, fallow, and ſixty may 
become the rage of the young women. (fi de) 

(Muſic) 
Par. This Iriſh ug is very nine —Prez, a 
how do you like Planxty Connor? 
Julia. I don't know any ſuch perſon, 

Par. Perſon! why, Sir, it's Pon my ſoul 
ſhe is a pretty little fellow !—Dreſt herſelf up for 
ſome frolick | ſuppoſe, When a lady is inclin'd 
for fun, a gentleman ſhould take half the bulinel 
on himſelf, (afide) 


Juli 
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Julie. By his looks. he ſeems to think I ought. 
to be in petticoats, but I muſt face it out. (Ae 5 


Sir, you ſpoke to me —Any buſineſs? 
Par. Why, Sir, I have no Wan Sir. 1785 

Julia. Over a bottle? * 

Par. Ay, Sir, any way, Sir! that's 2 
cap upon your head; isn't it heavy'? does“ t at 
hurt your forehead? © © 

Julia. This. (takes off ber belmet) Oh, no 5 I'm 
uſed to wearing a cap. 

Par. Hem ! | believe you are indeed. (aſide) 
that's a fine big ſword : who tied you to it? 

Julia. What, Sir! ( fercely) Sir, my ſword 
is tied to me: 

Par. Is it, Sir Oh, ſhe is a lovely little foul; 
but can ſhe think of Cypreſs ! however, as he'll 
pay me for mimicing her, I'll do it and now 
to catch her manner. aſide) 

Julia. My captain! I dare lay to more my 
zunt, for . ſhe trips: 


Euter Carraix CLirrorD. 


Clif. Julia take lodgings in the very houſe 
with Cyprels ! | 


Par. Oh, Captain Clifford, are not vou aſham- 
ed of yourſelf | ? 


Clif. Mr. Parrots ! what are you at here? 


Par. My buſineſs! Sir, I'm come to mimic 
Mils Melcombe. 


Clif. What unkind as ſhe | is, I can't ſuffer 
this. (afide) Harkye, Mr. Parrots, we ſhall 


quarrel if you turn your talents of mimigry to 
any freedom with Miſs Melcombe. 


Par. You have turned your talents of hum 10 
a great 


. 
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a great deal of freedom with me re play d 
enough; I muſt now work a little. 

Julia, "Oh, here is my aunt Margaret. (afide 
| er up vlaſs.) A deviliſh fine n Pon my 
oul! 


Par. . Deviliſh fine woman, an ſoul ” 


(mimics). 
_ Clif. What little martingt have we here? 
Par, * What little martinet have we here 0 
- (mimicy) | 
Serjeant. (without) To theri ght hole | 
Par. . To the right about! Cami Zounds, 
Sir! you've confounded me ſo, I don't know 
whoſe voice I'm catching at; if it's the lady' 5 
or the ſerjeant” s, or yourſelf, or myſelf. 


Enter Miss Mz.cou BE, in riding babir— Ju We) | 


to ber, kiſſes her hand, ſo ghs Poſfionately, and exit, 


Clif. Parrots, why is that puppy ? (looking 47 
ter Julia) 

Par. Oh, he's a very great admirer of one 
Miſs Melcombe. (i onically) 
Ci. Indeed! Exit. haſtily. 
Miſs M. A very impudent young man that ! 


Par. Oh, you are greatly affronted. (aſdꝗ, 


Mis M. I think I look better liſtesing to the 
muſic on horſeback, beating time with my little 
Whip. Eh, isn't that my lord ? Title is char- 
ming ! the privilege of drefling as one pleaſes, 
it's ſoon follow'd becauſe worn by the Ducheſs ! 
talk loud in the libraries ! politics, a bold man- 
ly voice, ſtagger bout, have a finical dangling 
church beau ſnuffling and ſtammering, © Yes, 
madam, juſt the opinion of Monteiquieu, your 


grace.” 


a> Oo od (mA  @aat fad tr cnt 
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grace. „Then T1 look round to ſee the ſmall gen- 


try's embarraſſment.— As I canter by their par- 


lour windows, make a full ſtop, up with my 


glaſs, then hey, gallop off, turn * Re like a 
gallant officer ! 


Par. Faith I think ſhe throws u bit oF an cafe | 


upon me— I'll give her a little touch of one of 
my die-aways—hetgho ! ( fig hs, Ei ies his Band- 
kerchief and gazes at ber) 

Miſs M. That gentleman ſeems to admire, 
what timid baſhfulneſs—only fteals a glance. 


Par. One may gueſs what's the matter with 


this dowager, how ſhe's bridling, and purring 
about, like an old tabby cat. 

Miſs M. He ſeems deeply ſmitten. | 
Par. She'll ſtretch her neck off her head! 
heavens ! how ſhe rolls her twinklers, now ſhe 
ſhuts them, there's a ſmile looping the corners of 
her mouth to the guſſets of her eyes. Faith I be- 
lieve it's for me we are making ſwans and pea- 
cocks of ourſelves ; this may be a ſhorter cut to 
the caſh than my imitations, I'll fay ſomething 
comical and witty to her (ade) Pray ma am, 
what's o'clock ? 


Miſs M Sir, I'm paſt two. | 
Par. Yes madam, you are paſt two—and fifty. 
(afide) Lord madam, how fond you young ladies 
are of walking up and down here. 


Miſs M. I wiſh I had'nt been fo haſty in diſ- 


charging that ſimple fool Colin, I already feel 

the inconvenience of being without a ſervant, 
Par. Speak your commands, madam ; I am 

your moſt devoted ſervant, ſhall I order your 


carriage? is that it? with ſhoulder knots on the 


horſes heads ? 
k Af % M. No, Sir, but it's a handſome equipage. 


Par. | 


Par „ That's thi reaſon madam 1 thou oht it 
was yours, for when one is handſomę Fe ſyes 
it gives a beauty to every thing that e to 
them. I'm ambitious, Madam, to be your 8 
for at preſent I'm but an ordinary fellow. 

Miſs M. Be mine, Sir l what do you mean? 
Par. Faith, 1 believe I was too quick to the 

point there. (Side) Madam, I meant — no mean 
ing at all. (bows) 

| Miſs M. A very polite man indeed. (ofid:) 

Oh, Sir, when a tender idea comes in the ſhape 

of a compliment, *tig an en modeſty to 

de aſham'd of revealing it. 22 

Par. Yes, Madam, modeſty is the fault of il 
my countrymen. Mine had like to have been the 
death of me; laſt weck, a great muſici n, 0 
faith he, was a phyſician, ordered me —ſaying, 
« Mr. Parrots, you ſhou'd go into the hot- bath. 
So I went Ma'am, and I ſaw two doors cloſe to- 
gether, by my ſoul I was ſo modeſt, that I didn't 
care to alk the man which was which, ſo opening 
one, inſtead of the hot, I plung'd over head and 
ears into the cold bath. Oh, the ſhock was luchs 
devil of a ſurpriſe! 

Miſs M. Ha, ha, ha! I proteſt Sir, juſt ſuch 
an error was. made | 

Par. With who pray, Ma' am? | 

Miſs M. My lap-dog, little Bluff—but 1. tut 
the dear creature to the cold, and the man flung 
him into the hot bath. 

Par. The tame miſtake as mine; only "rwas 
quite the reverſe, what was the matter with the 
pretty little foul? - | 

Mi M. What foul, Sir? 

Par. Your lap-dog, Madam. * 2 

Miſs M. Oh che dear little animal, quite in 

e 


5 
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the gaits du cœur, was friſking about to amule 
me, Ju wing up to catch flies, when he un 


fortunately ſwallowed one. 

Par. Swallow a live fly, Mam ! You thou > 

have made him ſwallow a ſpider to deſtroy it. 
Miſs M. And prays Sir, what ſhou'd S have 
ſent after the ſpider? ??; 

Par. There, Madam, iy till a (ROY 
blower; however, I'll auftrate it by example: 
ſuppoſe a poor debtor was flying'from his country 
in a ſhip—my caſe, (aſide) the ſhip is caſt away, 
and the debtor's ſwallowed, hy a ' whale—not my 
caſe (aue) then I'd ſend ad attorney after him. 

Miſs M. Very pleaſant—but then what wou'd 
you ſendaſger him? 

Par. Belzebub himſelf! oh I 3 the devil 
would bring up the attorney, as ſure as a pair of 
; nut-crackers! Madam, will you ſtep over to Mr. 
Jones's ſhop, * hear "hy, or £3 on his Wülen 

harp? 71 TY 
; 4 * SE 3 2443 * 


111 Tuns Cann, LT 
Golin, No pleaſing that beggarly fon crab, I 


wiſh-my lady wou'd forgive me; oh here ſhe is, 
and that Iriſh buck ſmirking at her: now or 0 


ver's my 4. + e to catch her in a good humour, 


(fide) do, "my lady, pray take me again into 
your ſervice; kind Sivg put in a good word for 
me * 
Par. 1 willy Madam, if the Jock devil his had 

the misfortune to offend you, I'll anſwer he'll 
never repeat it, and the next time he does, caſhier 
him, without bail or main- priae. 

Colin, If Mr, CPI gets me to neglect you 
vor. III. again, 


— " * N 


9 


the horſes, Tl ride towards the camp. 


5 * ; 1 1 5 3 
338 "THE an Able; 


again, this gentleman, my friends Deſt, 921 lay 
two ponies on his back, like a ec drom- 
ſticks. 

+ MEM. Wellf: mind your bulineh, i in future. 
Colin. Ves, Ma'am, (joyfully) porter brought 


back letter laſt night from Mr, cybreß. 'ris on 


your toilet, Ma' am., | 
Mis M. Don't talk to me of. Mr. Gp 
can't bear thoſe ſtaring officers Colin, Fo 


Per. One way to avoid the officets. ee 
* Enter Kerr der, * (Hooking 5 


Kitt. I've loſ the Jady's 8 ſervant, a Pagood wr bal | 


ſhall I know her — Eh, isn't this he 
muſt be his miſtreſs—this the Captain's fla 
She has money 1 ſuppoſe well, as he deſired, I 
muſt take her hkeneſs.: ( Takes out pencil aud paper.) 
Mis M. No! it's Ike to rain—[Pl] wake an air- 
ing in the ſociable. 


Par. Ma'am, t'other dax, Land a friend Went | 


outin my ſociable and we convers'd.very jocolg, at 
laſt wequarrelled about the ſpelling of a finger poſt, 
and my friend ſtruck off my ines 4n my 1 
and JI with one bother knock'd 5 friend out of 
his ſociable, - But now, as Mr. Cypreſg bid 

1 mut watch and catch her 0 afide) 85 
charming lady ! my - manger. of _ "Our! off 
muſt give unIver al pleaſure. 


Miſs M. Take me off bur Sic, Eder, do's 


let the ardour of your paſſion 
Pat. The ardour of my paſſion! 4 
' Miſs M. To attempt to run away with mew wou'd 
be. lo exceedingly. ene 2 


_ | 


Par. 
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1 | 
Par, I'm to run away with her too! oh, very 
well tho! we had two meanings, we're both of 
one mind. Ihen my lovely foul — 


* 


1 - 


* 


% Enter JULIA, 


_ 
* 


— 


your hanxctke. » 
Miſs M. The pretty little officer! oh fye, Sir, 
d'ye think I'd admit ſuch liberties, Sir? I don't 
know what you mean, Sir! l'd have you to 
know, Sir ! I'm not the perſon, Sir -—— © 
Julia. Oh, mem dear mem—'pon my ſoul, 
mem— that is Sir, your moſt obedient (fri- 
umphantly to Parrots 9 e 3 
a Exit gallanting Miſs Melcombe: 
Par. Well this is fine, after all my modeſſy 
and politeneſs, ſhe has walked off with the impu- 
dent little officer—hollo, Dowager, you're miſ- 
taken in your man, I've heard of ſuch marriages; 2 
oh, muſtn't let the fine old lady be deceiv'd; eh, 55 
isn't that my friend the Rev. Dick Bellange? oh, 
oh! I'll talk to him. | FEM, | - 
Kitt. (Still drawing, looks ſuddenly up, miſſes 
Miſs Melcombe.) Gone! that Iriſh fool! TWO 


more looks and I had her—Another peep. ..- 


Julia. Permit me the honour, „mene urem. 
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SCENE IV; and laſt. 
A Room in Miss Anf cox . | 
# > 


Enter Carr. CLirronp. 
f 


c Eh! where have 1 got bill Met 
combe'ꝰs dreſſing room I'm impatient, yet dread 
to ſee her.—I don't like quarrels —life, where we 
eſteem, ſhould be a ſummer's day of ſweet com- 
placency. Eh! Julia's toilet ſeems odly furniſh- 
ed! phials, and ſtuffs of lotion! Paregoric Elixir! 
lozenges, eh, books, prophecies! Buchan! no- 
vels, female ſtability! Oh, from this ſhe has 
ſtudied her new attachment fot Cypreſs—the de- 
vil! ſhe doesn't paint? A wig! why ſhe ſeems 
chang'd in ſoul, mind, and perſon!—Yet her face 
to-day, retain'd all it's native lovelineſs ! Oh, the 
young coxcomb. (looking mY What old lady' s this 
with him. 


Raue, 


Enter JI and Miss Mexconins. 8 


Julia. Yes, Mem, the harp is. delectable but 
ou have a fine voice, Mem. 4 | 
N M. Oh, Sir, you have a fine taſte. | _ 
Julia. Aye, Ma'am, and I've now and then 
the voice of a humming bird—ſinging convivial 
ſongs at our meſs—has rather impaired it—then ye 
officers are obliged to give the word'of command 
full and bold. (gives the word of command) 
Miſs M. Oh, Sir, you military gentlemen are 
ſo terribly charming ; | 
Ener 
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Par. No, Madam, it is I that am terrible, 
becauſe you are charming. I tell you what, Sir, 
I thought you were harmleſs, but now F'm afraid 
| of you, ſo quit this Indy Gxcepr you can. parry a 
bullet. 
Julia. Oh, Sir, you ſhall that 3 
Exit baſtih. 

Miſs M. n I'm all terror! Sir, de- 
clare, what e You on the Steine this morn- 
ing? 
Par. 1 To take off the lovely Miſs Melcombe. 

' Miſs M. Indeed! but not without my conſent? 

Par. I didn't know that was neceſſary when 
Mr. Cypreſs bid me * 

Miſs M. He ! then he wagts to recede—oh, an 
anſwer to my letter laſt 1 it from the 
toilet)—heaven's! *tis my own ſent back unopened. 

« Yet it will break his heart if I give my hand to 
another—(afide)—he, he, he! then, Sir, you are 
determined to take me off? — 

Par. You, Madam ! why, this fine Maccau gives 
me leave ro mimick her (aide) Then, Madam, 
have I your permiſſion? 

M/ M. Oh Sir —(impering) 

Par. This ſhews youg, good ſenſe— L' teateh 
her voice and manner ngw, as Mr. Cypreſs ge ſired 
me, and if I fail as a lover Ill make the molt of 
her in the way of my profeſſion. (afide A (94 þ 
Mi iſe M. But Sir, 1 preſume you” rea perſon of® 75 


family ? 

Par. Perſon of family.” 7 * WW" - 
: Miſs M. 
1 . 

4 „ 20 

9 TY 
+ ' * 
* 


* 


p. my ha, ha ! hat's right Mr. Par rrots ! 


„ "Tm tara ahiale, ; 

Miſs M. Dont chinky jeſt, for Sir I I nutknow | 
your connections. . N 

Par. Kpow your connections. n 


of A Tbs Bus, Civ ltr. . 


Cruel Peggy! you've now a Mimie, you | dad A 


| u adorer. 


Mi if M. A mimic ! is it ſo you take me Ur? 
Ah you and your Captain Chifford could 
lay a plot to expoſe me, I now deliver you over to 
public ridicuſe, Mr. Parrots exerciſe your talent. | 
Par. Exerciſe your MT n 
"Op But not upon ff „ 
ar. Not up pon, me. 00S 
M/s M. Right Sir he's an ez belesen, 
Par. ExcMent ſubje ct.?“ 
Miſs M. I ſhall ge mad leave iny houſe] 
Par. Leave my heuſe! 1 x 1 
Cyp. Bravo! admirable! _ 
Par. Bravo! admirable l pon r my 7 ſoul 
for ſabje& you two are pair of oe pere | 
Mi/s M. ſhall faint, Toſulted | (weeps) + 
Gp. Nay Peggy—Seraphina your tears will 
drown the very ſoul of your dear little Cy pres. s 
Par. Miſs, t £7 — compoſe yo ourtelf.— * 
( A s 55 ſapba. fo rward, | and di evo tt-Katt 
e | | 
Part ny here's another taker off. 


A 


* Kitt. Very right Sir, I caine for that purpoſe, 
« My M. r heaven! 


What danger attends 
our helpleſs ſex when poſſeſs d of tolerable at- 


tractions— Sir al - api TE purpoſy-dor bidiog 


E 


* dn 1 * 


- Y. > | g 
# „ 
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ia Why ma'am. was fold, jt muſt be done 
ine IM: eV e, ſa. was. "OP 1 
catch you where Io d. 

Par. Oh this is + taker off dire 16 our Iriſh 
faſhion, 25 

Miſs. M. Then A till the power 0 ven Me, Wo: 
Cypreſs. (4/ide) Sir I permit you the liberty of —+ 

Kitt. Madam you're very good, — have your 
chin and eye, and nom for a touch at your lips. 
Miſs M. But Sir, conſider, don't et the fer- 


vencyof your love. 1 
Kitt. The ferveney of my ſove] ME 


Cyp. (looking over Kitt Kat t's ae. \ Why. 
Seraphina he's com for OA head ! a Or off 
in the French f 

Miſs M. Only *. me! then you' re 2 
very impudent "Now. Here Colin, Pe" 
ſtreet ny for theſe gentlemen.” 


„ Re. enter ora nen, « 


cui Eh- What's the matter here? r e 
Kitt. Oh Captain I've ſuch ee 


the pa 


per) 
Clife Likeneſs! what doy — meat Sir? make 
a caricature of the divine Miſs Melc I; 


Par. Divine!- Oh a talfer off in th Very = 
Va. 


2 + 3 | Enter JuLta with bel, 0 MN 4 


Julia. Now Sir the are take 1. lady, 
(to Parrots) 


Par. Then I will beweg brave little lady ! 15 
Julia. Heavens ! giſcovered - 


Par. Come to me yodſelf bi ſword ands piſ- 
tol. (embraces ber) x JF 1 5 
3 * * 5 f 8. * 
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. an gun dne. n 


Ni M. Oh mis an will kill m PAY 
es, officer—what emen ef in oi fa inating 
ſex— here are five en will acht od por 
| haps all be thot for me. 

Julia. So, Captain Clifford, you” ve bet yout 

* heart on this lady? 

Clif, My Sir! I know nothing about that 


* Julia. Really! and was it not to 7 her 
that you quitted me - 


Cui Lou! ien 44 
Miſs M. Why, certainly it is — 
Clif. My Jelia! % 


Julia. Ha, ha, ha! ten lace 1 1850 inadver- 
tently diſcovered myself dear Wt how 


glad I am to fee you, 66 
Miſs M. My niece in this bande meta- 


morphoſes ! go, you are a ſhame to your ſex; 
Par. Faith, ſuch a pretty fellow wou'd do 
honour to a hundred 4 our ſexes— How do you 
do major? (to Julia) 
Clif. Ha, ha, ha! come Julia, you d * 
ive me? I ſee now our odd miſtakes proceeded 
3 ha, ha! I never once ane of 


youraunt!, 
Cyp. Nor did I know the aunt had wviece. 


: 
Ss. 
: 


E 19T Enter Coun. 3 >. 5 
1 
colin Mr. Ss thy parſon 8 waſting up 
fairs to do the joh you beſpoke him for. 


. M. What rd, hav you pda a par- | 


HE, 
adam, ge e ſhou'd d marry me 
to 5 and the devil take him” that makes A 
falle propher of 1 reverettd divine! 


OR, BLUNDERS'AT BRIGHTON. © 3% 
cy. Fire and fury,! a fine blunder you've made 


won't throw Yourſelf away upon that Iriſh adven- 
turer. © e 
Par. Be quiet, or I'll aſk. your pardon be- 
fore the whole bleſſed bevy here Don't wait 
for legacies of dead men's ſhoes, but buy new 
pumps to dance at the four weddings of us two. 
(Takes Clifford*s band. *. 

Julia. Ah, Charles, amidſt the duplicity of a 
deceitful world, a generous confidence ſhould be 
the lover's ſecurity. of ee 

Clif. Come, come, my lovely Julia—forget 
and forgive—now [11 give an entertainment at 
Tilts, and who knows but Cnpid and Bacchus 
may light the toreh of Hymen! _ . 

Par. Yes, when my dowager gets a ſup in her 
eye, ſhe'll be able to ſee all my perfections double 
—and while the bottle goes round, my only 1mi- 
tations ſhall be to take off my glaſs! and our 
glaſſes ſhall jingle to this chorus, that Brighton 
may be the Country Seat of the Goddeſs of Health, 
whilſt animated by a ſummer. viſit from the Au- 
guſt Perſonage, who ſweetens the magnificence of 
the Prince with the affability of che Gentleman. 

r * : 


FINALE. 
JoLIA. 


Love is ever breakin; | 
Laws of his own maki 
Tho' his mandates tell us, 

We ſhould ne er be jealous, 
© Yet what's moſt endearing, 

Still to loſe we're fearing. 
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with you ſtupid mimicries— Peggy, ſure you 


\ 


THE IRISH MIMIC; 


e . 
Iten i; ſo you ſing, 


Fun our fun producing, 1 
Hearts of care we lighten, ' © 
Joyous * at an * N 


Crorvs, 


Merry I, fo you fing, &c. 


- CoLlIN. 


3 Here I've eat fine wheat ears, 
Sop'd in ſea my neat ears; 


\ 


Gollop'd South-down Mutton, 
Tipſey Steine I ſtrut on 


CHORUS. 


Merry I, ſo you ſing, &e. 


* — 


Jul iA. 


| Light i 1s my dragooning, 


Sauntring, triping, tuning! 
Captain fierce array'd is, 


But to kill the ladies. 


. 


Merry I, ſo you ſing, &e. 


I myſelf could kill ! fo 
Vex'd, I'll make my will tho 
And to one old Save-all. 
That's myſelf, I'll leave all. 


: 
” — 


CHORUS, 


OR, BLUNDERS AT BRIGHTON. 


Cnorvs. 
Merry I, ſo you ſing, &c. 
Miss MzLcoMss. 


Farewell Paregoric ! 
Gentle tales of Yorick 
Lull me ſoft — ſlumber ! 
Sweet delights we'll number. (7 Parrots ) 


Cs 


Merry I, ſo you ſing, &c. 


ParkoTs. 
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Sweet our moon of honey, 
Sweet Pl] touch your money: 
Then fo briſk and airy, 

Hey for Tipperary ! 
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Merry I, ſo you ſing, &c. 
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TANTARA-RARA, 


' ROGUES ALI. 


FOUNDED 
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THEATRE-ROYAL, CoyENT-CADEN, 


* 


IN TWO ACTS. 
33 


PERFORMED AT THE 


IN 1788. 
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OY * ad 


DRA PERSONA. 
2 


Sir Ulick Liffydale, . . . ... Mr. Boorn. 
Andrew, or Le Duc de Puſſen- | 

ern 2 8 Mr. Quice. 
O'Toole, or Lord Limavaddy, .. Mr. M. READY. 
Pickle, or Count Frankenmarc, „ Mr. CuB1iTT. 


Carty, oooodroooceecce „nn 
Hazard, or wat eee, Mr. BERNARD. 
Picard, ...... ...... Mr. Box vILII. 
ao... eee ee . Mr. Brown. . 
Als. , Mr. Jaxs ox. 
Cog. . — „Mr. Rock. 


Peep... ...... ..... .. . . e. . . . Mr. HEINE. 
Corporal Toddy, ere Mr. EDwIx. 
; Commiſſaire, 5642 „% „ e e TY Mr. Davis. 


Narciſſa, or Lady Caroline, ....,.. Mis TyIZDATLZ. 
Blanch, —W0 oy georyc ory Mrs. PLATT. on 


Archers, Clerk, Officers, Waiters, Soldiers, &c. &c. 
— — 


Sczxx, Paris. 


TANTARA-RARA, 


ROGUES ALL. 


ACT A 
' SCENE I. 
A Street. 


Enter Ca rr, in @ Footman' s * Jacket. | 


Carty. 


] AM a rogue, but Andrew, our ſham duke is 
ag eater, Well, if our ſociety ſhou'd be broke 
vp, any taken, ev'n *peach, as they know me on- 
ly for Iriſh Tim Carty, little Peter you are ſafe. 

Toddy. (without) How to find out the Duke in 
this gieat city of Paris. 


Enter Cox rox AL Toppr, ( ſomewhat N 


Holloa! which Is—where' s the Duke of Puffen- 
dorff? | 

Carty. (in the Iriſh brogue) At home; if not, 
may be he's abroad. 


Tuddy. 
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35 TAN TARA-RARA, 


Toddy. And where's his home when he's not 
abroad ? 2 | OY a 2 

Carty. I belong to his grace, and if you only 
ſtop *till 1 get a little cream for his Highneſs's 
coffee, I'll | 1 

Toddy. Cream] You're not his Highneſs's dai. 
ry-maid.— A Paris footman is ſuch a ſlop-daudle. 

A ſcrubbing bruſh buckled to the ſoles of your 

pumps, ha, ha, ha! to dry-rub the floor to the 
tune of Malbrook. (mimicking) © 
Carty. You're out, Honey, I'm Iriſh. 

Toddy. And I'm Corporal Toddy in the Im- 
perial ſervice. —Oh, your maſter the Duke cou'd 
ſo befriend mel! 

Carty. As how, pray? 

Today. You muſt know, a detachment of our 
regiment lying at Gemblours—my Colonel know- 
ing me to be ſober, and careful—ſent me on a re- 
cruiting party to Bruſſels, and gave me money 
to buy accoutrements, ſhirts and ſhoes. - Well, 
Sir, I pick'd up,my men, ſpeechified, alcified, 
and wheedled em, in our way, you know. 
Carty, Faith I believe you're a crimp. . | 

Toddy. 1 furniſh'd—bought all their clothes, 
went on ſo capitally till I came to the ſhoes, and 
then—Oh, then ] made the devil of a Faux- 
pas, for in lifting up my leg to ſtep into a ſhoe- 
maker's ſhop, I tumbled into a wine-cellar. 

Carty. Ha, ha, ha! that was a blunder! 

' Toddy. A curs'd miftake, for inſtead of lea- 
ther, I bought claret. 

Carty. Hay ha, ha! for which your back will 
be unleather'd—but what did you do with the 
claret ? | 8 Ta. 
 Toddy. I—drank it—ſo the money once broke 
into—thought I might as well be hang'd for a ſheep 
TY as 


- 
" 


[ 


— 


as a umb ſpent N 4 friend here—and 


a friend there — then one x W Ro 


aſl 
© Gorty, Till you fop't ft af up?" 


Toddy. Oh, — [ Bourih df then NN up 
to Paris, and here I am now without a chink. 


Carty. Why, man, you're a peculating defaul- 


ter. If you go back you'll be ſhot. _- 


Toddy. Then FI be ſhort if T go back. vi 

Carty. Embezzle the publick money? f 

Teddy. Twas 2 job, and we great financiers 
always make the moſt of a job; but your maſter 
the Duke, gets me off with a wet finger. 

oy Why, what does the Duke know of 

* | 
75 oddy. Never ſaw his Grace, but my Colonel 
and he are as great as 11 and can. Did you 
ever hear of my hits” e was a fine ro 
poor Andrew! wel off at the fall of the leaf I fear. 
(de) Bring me to the Dake, ou ſee I know 
how to talk to a courtier. 

Carty. I ſee you don't know how to talk to a 
courtier, or any body belonging to one. al 
his palm) 12 7 

Today. Come. eee 

Carty. I've forgot | © 
Toddy. But I hav'n't. 
Carty. Oh, dear Sir ! 


Toady. Oh, Or ee ca other 1. 


| £ 


VOL, III: | YY SCENE 


TANTARA-RARA, | N. 


i > Try 11 enn % T hip 
_ Meprifcnt 5 Saloon in Axvanw's Houſe, 


Rater Naxcina, followed by Blauen, 6. 4 
uddsb = Hligh, ) b e N 


. Proc Miſs, return me my lene. 

Nar. But Madam—- . 

Blanch. Nay, I inſiſt upon it. ; 

Nar. Well, my dear 9 dou? t be an- 
e a letter) abs 

Blanch. Open Then you've read it? 

| Nar. I didn't think any harm in reading a 
letter addreſs'd to mylelf. . 

Blanch. Yes, but | entruttet you ah that 
jetter in my illne ſs, which, had I not ſurviy'd, 
by it you might have diſcover d a ſecret I durſt 
not reveal whilſt living. | 
_ * Nar. Yes, I know now, that Mr. Andrew i 1s: 
not my father. 
_ Blaxch. Huſh! | 

Mar. Oh, my dear Governeſs ! tell me. Some 
faint traces of what I think I was, hang like a 
ſweet dream upon my inemory ; I think I wasn't 
always with Mr. Andrew; and tho' I look'd upon 
him as my father, I never felt for him that reve- 
rence of affection No, Mr. Andrew is a wicked 
man ! Speak are my real parents but honeſt 


people ? if they are poor, I ſhan't be aſham'd of 
them—(Weeps) Oh, tell me ! 

Blanch. Amiable child | — From your little 
clothes, (for | have em by me) your parents were 


of no mcan condition: all 1 know, my love, is, that 
dof, . | Andrew, 


* ROGUES ALL.” 


Ireland when about four years old brought you 
up as his own, giving you every accompliſhment, 
merely to render you a proper inſtrument for a 
grand ſcheme of his, which, it ſeems, 5 now 
ripe for execution. | 
Nar. In the power of fuck a res? N 
Blanch. True, my. dear—Scarce' a -town in 


Fraties: or indeed, England or Ireland, that has 


not been the ſcene of his frauds and villainies, in 
all ſhapes and characters. 

And. (Without) Narciſſa {—Blanch ! 

Blanch, He's here. | 


Enter Arbrre (with an open ae) 


And. Ab, ha, my girl call up you a graces 
—here's a novle büſb ind coming for ou 
Blanch, let's ſee how you'll trick her up—She's 
to be Lady Caroline, daughter to a Duke. 

Nar. Lady | 

Blanch. A Duke! ha, ha, ha! Lord Mr. An- 
drew ! bow! 

And. None of your Mr. Andrews am to- 
day the Duke of Puffendorff—but hold, you 
ſhall hear Jack Pickle s letter—Ha, ha, ha! m 


partner in many a ſucceſsful ſcheme. rs 


«© Dear Andrew! I've hook'd at Lifle a noble 
“ gudgeon, Lord Limavaddy, ſon to the Earl 
e of Glenmire, an Iriſh peer; he has bills on 
* Perigord's bank for eight thouſand 9 
* his allowance on his travels— I think your 
« Narciſſa may ſnap him l've paſſed myſelf on 
* him for Count Frankenmarc, your nephew— 
* mind you call yourſelf (as we laſt determined) 


Le Duc De Puffendorft from Vienna—Let the 
YY2 « houſe 


Andes the maſter of this houſe, ſtole you from 
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355 | TANTARARARA, 


& < houſe: r he n by Glenn. 


oe Your's, Jack Pickle. Ah, ha] Eh Narciffa, 
« what ſay you to be Lady Caroline Puffendorff > 


' Nar. Set me up as an ene et 


ſuch a ſcandalous deception ! 

And. Eh! what om I ſuppoſe I'm got. your 

father, and have no claim to your obedience ? 
_ _ - Nas. Sir, when the commands of a father are 
contrary to the principles of honor and virtue, a 
ſuperior authority bids me diſobey him. Blanch, 
come with me to my room. * - [Exeunt. 
And. There's a perverſe little devil— Why, 
you Narciſſa, huffey ] child I- ſhe Il fruſtrate all, 
T here, after my care of bringing her . to put 
her off on ſome great man, merely to make my 


own fortune —all my expence in a faſhionable 


education and now ſhe comes out with her vir- 


tue and honor how did ſhe pick em up? —I 


had her taught muſic and dancing indeed Im- 


poſition ! a foal ! all the world's under a maſk 


andif noblemen turn gamblers, why not a 
| bler turg nobleman.—A Duke I will be lah | 
< here's a poſtcript. (reads) His Lordſhip and 1 
„ will be with you nearly as ſoon as my letter“ 
Eh, we muſt be quick—W hat are my worthy con- 
fedcrates at, idle with ſucceſs ? We ſhou'd- be 
keen at every prey that ſtarts— Ha, ha, ha]! My 
confederates are ſtill Rogues of all nations | 
(laughing without,). | 


Enter CarTY, Picanp, * cos, sor and 


SHUFFLE, 


Oh lacks you ſhou'd have been ready 55 uur 
ſeveral characters What have you been about? 


_ Carty. 


* 4 = 


. 


— 
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Carty. (with the. Aer we've been about 
the table, and puſhing about the bottleQ. 
And. Yes, but you hou'd keep your fuhkics 

bright, ſharp, we've a nice game to play—Hold, 
lers $ ſee—how's this I had appointed your ſe- 
veral ſtations in my 's houſehold? Ha, ha, 
ha ! Peep is my Sw Porter at my gate - Picard, 
you're my French groom. o the Chambers 
Cog, you're my Engliſh coachman with your 
fine fat ſtupid face—Sober Sandy, you're my 
Scotch Steward, and Carty, my Iriſh water, 
with your jokes, brogue and purple noſe. = 
Carty. What's that ? 

And. We ſhall want a row of FIRES in the 

hall—So firſt, on with your liveries. - 
Cart. Arrah, but ſtop a little; upon my ſoul 
Mr. Andrew, I don't underſtand your always 
clapping us into liveries, and making us butlers 
and footmen, and ſetting yourſelf up for a Duke 
or an Earl, or ſome great man or other We at- 
tending upon you indeed! Andrew, who are 
you? Set you up indeed with an O'Carty behind 
your chair ! 

Cog. Why yes, Maſter Andrew, I don't thinks 
as how its fair, as we all put in the ſame ſtock to 
carry on any ſcheme, that you chou d get all the 
good living. 

Carty. Living! are you a biſhop. to be pam- 
per'd up, while we like a congregation of cu- 
rates do all the work ?—l ſay boys, we ous | 
all take the gentleman in turn. a. 

All, Aye, certainly, all in turn. | 

And. A moment——Who looks the be! 
(conceitedly) 

Sanay. (in the Scotch diaiect) v mean} wha's 
dreſs'd the Duke. 

| Ge. 


% 
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Cog. Ave, fine featherg— OC 


Carty. . Feathers ! Upon 20 * we're 2a 


flock of rooks led N jackda x. 
Aud. Oh, very well, gentlemen, I'll throw up 
the hand, and ev ry man for himſelf. (a loud 


Hoc bing) There's the young 8 on 


your d Hy your e n 
Euter Prey. | 


Peep. Here's — Pickle and the Lord ſtep- 
ping out of their conch. * ae run f 


haſtily) 
Ad. Yes, here comes our noble pidgeon. 


Enter Aimee e Topp. 


Who the devil's this! by baavgn that vale re- 
probate my brother; if he knows me, I'm un- 
done. 5 | 
Teddy. Pleaſe your Grace 
And. He does'nt know me yet. 
Teddy. Your Highneſs is a ſoldier's friend, and 
I'm yours. (bows) . 
And. To keep my face from 3 (turns to 4 
 booking-glaſs, as if adjuſting bis dreſs) 
Today. He never dar'd face an enemy. chat 
turns his back upon a friend. (afde) ; 
. And. (afide) The raſcal will expoſe me, and 
blow our whole plot. 
Toddy. If your highneſs-will but do yourſelf che 
honor to hear my gracious ſuit. 
And. (in tbe German dialect) Vat? oh! my 
good fellow, retire, and I'll——_ 
Toddy, | knew you wou'd—your wine is good, 


and ſo is yourſelf —I'll talk him over—oh, how 
wine 
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wine does dil the hinges of a man's t 1 
(Aide) Ive waited on your highneſs— 1 ſay, I'm 
come to—pleaſe your highneſs to aſłk i that is 
'm come to- Now, 15 or the blood of me, 1 
can't recollect what I came for. (ade) Ne 

And. How ſhall I ger him away—lIf m lord 
comes up- pray walk—— — ö 

Toddy. Walk! eh, the ſhoes, that's Wache | 
was to buy for our regiment ;'aye, now for it. 
(afide) Pleaſe your grace, _ money I got to 
purchaſe em is — | 

And. Begone ! ; 

Toddy. All gone, and 

And. Walk down. 

[oddy. I've got no ſhoes. 

And. What, Tins the fellow come up here with- 
out ſhoes ? my brother too? oh, diſgrace ! (aſde) 
| Today. Tho' he's a duke, he might have the 

manners to look at me. (ade) And fince I've had 
the honor ot being odd to your highnels's 
black bag. (bows) 

| Pickle. (without) His grace is here—this ways 


my lord. 

And. (Aide) Ruin! how mall I get this fellow 
away l. 

Teddy Sure 1 know chat face. (lokig in the 
40465 . Andrew's ſhoulder) 

Pickle. (without) Picard, inform his n 

And. Undone ! 


Toddy. (comes round before Andrew)! „Tis he 1 
oh, Andres — ch, my dear, dear brother. (throws 
bis arms about Andrew's neck) Andy boy, 1 heard 
you were be 


Enter 


Enter Picxi.s (as CounTFranxENNARC,) O Took 
2 Lokd e enen _y CURING | 


Pickle. With your e's per ien beg 

lrave to introduce my d l 

O' Tool. Your grace's — — ſervant. 

| And. (in the Germas dialed?) My lord, 52 honor 

give me vail pleaſure. | 

_ ©. Today. Pleaſure | oh; my. dear brother | (em- 
br acer Andrew) I'm |» © you are not bang d. 


(apart to bim) 


this? 
And. (apart) Be quiet y lord (2h O'Toel) 
I've been in de ſervice, and tho! radder a difci- 


vill of de men. Ha, ha, bal +» 

| Toddy. What's that, brother? 
And. Ha, ha, ha Tent e üb eee 
all brothers, my lord. (apart to Toddy) ſtep down 


to the cellar and get dumb drunk, you unlucky 


ſcoundrel ! 


Teddy, Brother, but where's the duke now? 


And. Ha, ha, ha! True broder, de duke 8 loft in 


de ſoldier. 
O' Tool. Certainly, my lord, dignity can only be 

degraded by diſboner, and I honor a feldier. 
Toddy. Then a ſoldier honors. vou. ( fakes 


crack a flaſk with us below ? 


And. (to Carty) Take it to yourſelf, c or I'm 


diſcover'd. 
Todd). Why don't you ſpeak ? Will you 


Carty. 


come? (to Andrew) 


Fial. (par? i Andrew) What the devit's all 


plinarian on duty, yer off, r 


hands with O Tua] Andrew, you'll come and 
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Carty. Yes, I'll come. 
 Toddy. You! wait till you're aſk d; I ſpoke 
to my brother. 

And. Ha, ha, ha! right, broder Soldier. Ha, 
ha, ha! (winks at O'Toole) A good recruiting 
agent this. We muſt keep ſuch nocellary raſcals 
in humour. 

Toddy. Andrew, give me your band. (holds 
out his hand to Andrew, Carty takes and Shakes it) 

Carty. There, my dear boy. 

Toddy. What's that for? . I'll dear boy your 
head againſt the wall! very ready with your 
paw, little Trigedy. 

Carty. Wasn't I to introduce you to the Cla- 
ret? 
Daddy. What's that, eh? your two paws—Cla- 

ret! another thing, you're the honeſteſt—you'll 
come brother Andrew. {Exh with Carty. 

And. (aſide) What an eſcape ! 

Pickle, My Lord, (to Andrew) were I that 
fellow's colonel, I'd have him drum'd out, upon 
my honor, 

And. A drunken ſcoundrel, but a deviliſh goot 
ſoldier, my Lord, My Lord, now give me 
leave to welcome you. "(hey ſalute) Make my 
houſe your own, ſend hither your baggage and 
domeſtics, | 

O' Toole. (bows) I fore that clown, my ſervant 
has loſt his way. 

Haz. (without in the Lomer ſelſbire dialect) If this 
is the Duke of Puffendorft 's, I wants my maſ- 
ter Lord Limavaddy. 

Pickle: No, here comes s poor Sap 4 like a hound 
at fault—this Way. 


VOL. III. 2 2 Enter. 
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| "44 * i 433 
Enter HAZzA np. 1 | 


Hax. Lord, your Lordſhip, 1 chought I never 
ſhov'd had d you. 
O' oole. How did you loſe me: 7 


Haz. Why, my Lordſhip, getting * Fc 


behind the couch to buy a ballad of a buxom 
brown laſs, that was twirling A ſtrum- ſtrum a8 
nimble. (mimics) 1 | 

O'Toolke. Retire! 

And. Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my Lor! Eogliſh cha- 
| rater 1 is a treat to me.— Vell, my honeſt fellow. 

Haz. Thinking to ſkip up again on my perch 
5 I ſaw the coach out of fi hight—od- dang 

, I was fo trighten'd—an I tun atter *till—bob! 
1 came plumpe againſt a muff—there was a gen- 
tleman behind it tho —ha, ha, ha-] peeps over 
it, and ax'd him the way—vp went his eye- 
brows—Lord.- a-marcy—how he' grinn'd; and 
FI be hang'd, thof he had ruffles all here—if he 


cou'd ſpeak even common Engliſh, but here he 


went—r ue the left rue the right—ſo Jabdat d— 

O'Toole. Leave the room. 

Haz. He did—“ till flap—a ooach-wheel takes 
him a tip o'the elbow and ſpun him round like a 
Tee- to-tum— He, he, he! down came Muff 
and there he lay rue and rueful all over. 

And. Ha, ha, ha! hut come my Lor, permit 
me to preſent you to my daughter Caroline. 

O'Toole Your grace does me much honor. 
Haz. Muſin't | goa to that bankers tor the 
two thouſand pounds ? 

O' TC. Preſently. 

And. (apart to Pick: 2 We'll lighten him of 
F thote N | 

Pickle, 
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Pickle A well-fledg'd nidgeon, ad we won't 
leave him a feather. (apart) ; 
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Picard. My Lord Duke, here are your Flas: 
derchen tenants to pay their rent. | 
. And. Boors! to bring me monies now—-my 
Steward Shay bt | L_ Fame. 


| Enter PaLM. 

Palm. (to Andrew) My Lord, there's the Spa- 
nith, Bavarian, Swediſh and Ruſſian Ambaſſa- 
dors in the anti- chamber. 

And. Deſe ambaſſadors be very troubleſome 
| kate buſineſs when I wiſh to enjoy my friend: 
My Lor, excuſe me a moment Count, you and 
your couſin take care of his Lorſhip, I vill ep 
and apprize Narciſſa of your arrival--- My. Lor, 
your pardon for a moment · 

[ [ Exeunt Andrew and Pickle ſeverally. 

O' Toole, Mr. Hazard! ' 

Haz. (in his natural manner) Mr: O'Toole. - 

O' Tol. The Duke here inen takes me for 
a Lord. 

Haz. Aye, and you'll trap his daughter and 
her fortune. 

O'Toole, I'm afraid I never ſhill be able to keep 
up the deception. 

Haz. Why, what's the matter with you now ? 

O'Tool. I don't know, but-I wiſh I had hit on 
ſome other method of retrieving my ſhatrer'd 
fortune, than by impoſing on the hoſpitality of this 
generous nobleman He's ſo free from the idea 


"BBS: of 
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of fraud himſelf, that he's above the ſalpicionof 


it in another, 


Haz. And have I 1 you · to the ground, ; 


and now you won't fight; oh, well, if you're fo 
by the Lord, I'll whip into a fine coat, and have 
at the lady myſelf. 


© Toole. And here to abuſe the friend@aip with | 


which his nephew the Count has honor'd me. 

- Haz. Ha, ba, ha! Well, tho' I now wear a li- 
very, I was once as delicate as you, I was once 
a gentleman as well as yourſelf---ſpent as good a 


fortune too, but never was lucky enough to meet 


ſo able an adviſer as you have in your humble 


ſervant—No, poor I met with a raſcally valet, 
who, one morning went - off and left me without 


a ſhirt but the one I ſlept in. 
O*Thole, Beſide's here's my father's old friend 


> Sir Ulick Liffydale in Park, to whoſe daughter 


was engag'd in our infancy, and if he ſthou'd 
hear of this. 

Haz. What? you'd make one mad ! Sir Ulick 
loſt his daughter, you've loſt your fortune, and 
if you redeem it by a match with the rich heireſs 
of this houſe, nobody will have cauſe to complain. 
Sir Ulick will ſee rhe-ſon of an old friend do 
well without his help—the German Duke will 
have, tho” not a new. Lord; ſome old royal Iriſh 
blood in his family—the young lady will have a 
young, handſome and accompliſh'd huſband, 
and, what's beſt of all, your gratitude will re- 
ward me with-a comfortable competence; and 
in the chimney corner of life, after all my beat- 
ing about, poor Has-been will fit ſnug the re- 


mainder of his days—Mr. O' Toole you are, and 


mall be a Lord Here comes the lady -A beau- 


ty pon my foul No for it—ſtart amaz'd— 
knee 
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on knee—LOok 1—Sigh Talk !—Her 
money !---Oh that I was in your coat 1; 1:1 

O'Toole. A lovely creature indeed | + 

Haz. That's the firing, touch it agaio«--play 

up---It's to the tune of eighty thouſand pounds. 

(changes to the clouniſb accent) True, my Lord- 
ſhip, I'll leave the money in your room. * the 
Grandees !---(affects ſurpriſe and falls back) 


Enter AnDREW and NARCI8SA. . 


Had. My Lord, my daughter Caroline---(apart 
to her) Narciſſa ſmils; your fortune's made. 

Nar. My Lord, accept my thanks for this ho- 
nor -s this the noble youth I 1 __—_ on ? 
(e, 

O Toole. Madam, I am much beholden to your 
coulin the Count for this inexpreſſible happineſs. 
(/alutes her) Can I deceive ſuch an angel ? (aſde) 

And. (apart to Narciſſa) Throw him an ogle. 

Hax. (apart to O wes, Give her a Kiſs. (- 
fic without) 

And. My Lord, vill you pleaſe to ſtep to de 
next apartment, my e has a little CURGure, | 
it may amuſe your Lordſlftip. (mfc 
[Exeunt Andrew, O'Toole and Narciffs. 

Hag. (in his natural voice) Huzza! Victoria! 
—  Honeſty's fine talk when we've our fortune 
to make an honorable fool! I cou'd have broke. 
his head; but I muſt ſpirit him up to it, till ve 
touch the Duke's cath---let's ſee, I've ſett] d with 
O'Toole when he gets her fortune, to pay me 
three thouſand---Shall I throw it into bulineſs--- 
buy a place, or---No,: I'll purchaſe an annuity, 
inug. Ha, ha, ha What a happy thought—Ehb ! 
= Duke -I ſhou'd like to hear his private opt- 

nion 
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nion of my pupil---here the Count too-Laye--4 | 
he'll tell him---Pl liſten— (gets under a tabl. 


cover d with green baize) Oh, ſuch a pleaſure---us 
poor wits, to trick theſe rich dull blockheads! 


Enter PickLE. 
Pickle. (as entering) Come hither aud 


Haz. (under the table) Now, who the devi's | 


Andrew ? ? 
Enter An DREW: 


Pickle. Ha, ha, ha! Well, my boy, ban tl 


hook'd the noble gudgeon compleatly. 
And. Capital! Narciſſa has him, ha, ha, ha! 


Pickle. And you act the German Duke like 1 


complete raſcal. 
Haz. (aſide under the table) AR the Duke 1 


And. And you, Pickle, ſham the Count admi- 
rably, ha, ha, hal! 

Pickle. Andrew, you muſt be contented with 
his marrying Narciſſa, then you'll have him en- 
tirely in your own hands, therefore the -eight 


thouſand he has at his banker' 8 WC muſt divide 


amongſt us; 


I muſt have my ſhare of chat for my 


tronkle in taking this houſe, collecting, mar- 
ſthalling, and keeping our lads together. But 
let's ſtrip him firſt, I've the dice loaded, ang the 
cards Se ready. 
Pickle. We wo'n't leave him a guinea, and he 
has Spa and Rome yet to viſit, | 
And. We'll let him win four or five hundred 
firſt to blood him, then turn tbe tables, and his 
thouſands tumble into our pockets. ha, ba, ha ! 
. Pickle. Ha, ha, ha! 


Enter 
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Enter Carry, | 


both got grinning about here? There's my Lord 
aſking for your Grace, and your Countſhip. | Do 
you know, that becauſe he's my countryman, it. 
goes almoſt againſt my conſcience to cheat him; 
but which of you do him up at the cards ? An- 
drew, I think you're beſt at the flip. - 
And. I can 8 his Lordſhip ſeems a curs'd able 
young fellow, and ſince 1 put my thumb out, 
I'm afraid to venture to do any one, except a 
friend, or ſome particular acquaintance. Is ſup- 
per ready ? 
Carty. It is ready ; but I defire you don't ſup 
in your old ſtile, leave us ſome of the pheaſants, 
and let me have ſome Burgundy for your bro- 


ther, the drunken corporal ; Peep has got him 


out in the porter's lodge. 

And. Come, but firſt — (throws himſelf into the 
Duke s character) Eh, aye, there is the ducal 
maſk upon my face. I am the Duke Puffen- 

orff, you my nephew Count Frankenmarc. 

[ Exit, flately. Pickle and Carty follow. 

Haz. (lookin g from _ the table, while So, 
ſo this is my ſnug chimney- corner for life? (ri er) 
I thought we roſe early this morning, but I find 
other people were up before us—well, well, well: 
Why, this is the battle of the rooks, and the 
longeſt claw for it. Here's a Duke Puffendorff 
for my Lord Limavaddy! Then whiſt is the 
game, and tho” honors are A the odd trick 


wins the, rubber. Ii. 


| 
- 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


Carty. Oh, then you two gags, what are you 
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ConuissAIRE and Orriorxs diſcover d, ſeated at a 


| AND why don't you introduce him 


ſtreet office in London; and I'm come over to 
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SCENE I. 


An Audience Chamber in the CouuissAI REEL. 


table. 


COMMISSAIRE, | 


Sts ULick LirryDALE, (entering) 


Sir U. Faith, and I'll introduce myſelf. 

Cam. And who is yourſelf, hah? al 

Sir U. Sir Ulick Liffydale, of Kinegad in the 
kingdom of Ireland, | | | 

Com. Sir, I aſk you a thouſand pardons. (riſes) 

Sir U. Monſieur Commiſlaire, I look on your 
office here, to be much the ſame as the Bow- 


France in ſearch of a daughter that was ſtole 
from me fifteen years ago in Ireland; I'm told 
the kidnapping thief that took her, is in _ 

| and 


and if you find him for me, I'Il give you five 
hundred of as rough guineas as ever ſkaited on 
Latouche's compter. 5 ores Hat 1 46 

Com, Sir, in the Police of Paris, Juſtice does 
not carry her ſcales to weigh gold you're a ſtran- 
ger do me the honor to dine with me, and in 
the evening I think I've a clue that may lead to 
the very offender you men. 
Sir U. Then upon my honor I will dine with 
you—that is, you ſhall eat a bit of mutton with 
me, oyer at my Hotel, becauſe I've aſk'd ſome 
friends. 

Com. Sir, I'll do myſelf the honor to attend 
you. Le Plume, if any cauſes, ſend em over 
to me, I'll hear em there: it may amuſe you, Sir 
Ulick, and give you ſome idea of what ſort of 
people we Pariſians are But come, my clerk ſhall 
take your information—Leonard, have a file of 
muſqueteers ready, I think, Sir, we ſhall find 
your man; aye, aye—come, clerk, have thoſe 
hand- bills diſtributed : I long to ſpread the nets 
over Mr. Andrew and his covey, bes? 

| Officer. The way there, for Monſieur Le 
Commiſſaire. Wen 4 [ Exeunt. 


e 
SCENE II. 
Ax opzw's Houſe: 


Enter Anvagw and PickLEs 
And. 1 think Narcifſa has him. 
Pickle, Yes; hut by Heay'n, all's up, if you 
vol. III, 3A don't 
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don't 5 chat drunken ſounded, your brother, 
the houſe—he's been ripling and romiog, 
2 oy my. Lord comes in his way— 
( Masbents) Holloa, Brother Andrew ! 
- Pick Dye bear him 
und. Huſh f Some ſoldiers have been ſent fon 
Bruffels, to apprehend him for the \regimental 
money he has made away with—T'll wheedle him 
| Gut, and as he's muddled you may eaſily put him 
mto their I TE: for him in n the ſtreet. 
[ Exit Pickle, 


© Enter CoRPORAL e, 


| Au What, you are not going? 

 Toddy. (Loud) No. | 

And. (in an under tone) It you'll only go, u 
give you any thing. 

Teddy. I take any thing from your beuen— 
but you give me ten guineas. 

And. I've given you a bill for twenty already. 

Toady. So you did give me thirty guineas. 

And. Curſe the fellow !— there's five to get rid 
of you... (Gives him money, which be puts into 1 
coat pocket) Now will you go? 

Teddy. I will- And fo this Lord is to 
the girl you ſtole from her parents—ha, ha, ha ! 
and he thinks you're a Duke! 

And. (aſide) Peep muſt have blab'd this, 

Toddy. Ha, ha, ha! My brother a Duke! 

And. For heaven” 5 ſake don't call me bro- 
ther. 5 
Teddy. Why, war's you have me call you fif- 
ter "ih tell you what Andrew— 

Aua. Les, I ſhall be blown —if Narciſſa * 

ut 
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but married—(afide)—Will you g before his 
Lordſhip riſes ? 
"Todd. Well, I wWil—(geing, "returns)—but. 1 I 
ſhou'd "like to have a little converſation with : a 
Lord —talk politics. 
And. Do you wiſh to expoſe and ruin me? 
Toddy. I don't, Andrew. | 
Aud. I beſeech you, 'don't call me Andrew. 
Toddy. 1 won't Andrew, is this your own 
coat you've on? | 
And. Yes. 
Toddy. Did you pay the taylor ? (Bell ringe) 
Aud. My Lord's bell! 
Toddy. (Loud) Coming up, Sir 


And. The Devil! D'ye think "ou re in an ale- 
houſe? PP 


Toddy. I wiſh I was. 

1 Huſh ! this way 

Toddy. Not a word—l'm with you—(Geine) 

po: 5 (Softly) My dear fellow ! 

nag. Are you ſure my Lord is in the next 
room? - 


And. Certain—and I wou'dn't wiſh for fifty 
pounds he heard you. 

Teddy. Oh, ho! (ade) then PII only ſay one 
. ( an under tone) I'm now in Paris, 
an't 

And. Yes, I wiſh you were at the devil. (alde) 

Toddy. If you don't this moment lay fifty gui- 
neas here, I'll roar out Andrew, that they may 
hear me at St. Andrew's Holborn. 

And. Huſh! I've no more caſh, but there's a 
note on Perigord's bank for fifty. 

Jod. Eh ! (Reads) © On demand*pay”—very 
well—(Puts it in a pocket- book in his coat pocket) 
Thank ye, 
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LO ETD 
And. Adieu, my dear brother. | 
Toddy, Call mie brother, and I'll knock 1 you 

down, you raſcal (Sings) 

ph Some are Lords, and ſome are Dukes, merry — che fel 

of Auguſt,” 


| Exit. 
And. Thank Heaven, be- 8 provided . L 
Wonder s my Lord and Narciſſa - ſee if ſhe 
don't turn away from him. Yes, with her ridicu- 
lous honor and virtue, ſhe'll overſet the whole 
marriage vehicle I muſt in time take care of my- 
ſelf—If my Lord's room is open, Ir even 
lock'd, 1 can here comes the _ his ſer· 
vant. 8 


Enter HazarD, (wit a bag. * f 


(In the German accent) Who are—Oh, aye, you 
are my Lor Limavaddy's Valet. 

Haz. Yes, an pleaſe your Grace—lſince my 
maſter—my Lord, I mean, left his Valet at Liſle, 
he has cke I— Fa, ha, ha! 8 

And. You are a careful man. 

Haz. Oh, yez, yez, I be's mortiſh careful 
all this money I've been gettin at bank, and II 
lay it by careful enough *till I tell it over to 
him. (touching his coat pocket) 
Aud. Yes, yes---be a good lad--- 

Exit. 

Haz. Ha, ha, ha! Yes, your graceleſs Grace, 
and yet O'Toole ſcruples to cheat this honelt 
' Duke---I'm right not to let him know that 
they're impoſtors as well as ourſelves, for now 
| his reſpect for this raſcal is natural---But, ha, ha, 


ha! by s fell really in love with their ſham Lady 
Caroline 
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Caroline Here's the fellow I thought I knew 
laſt night--Carty they call him: Eh ! by heaven 
it is Peter, the very ſervant that ran away and 
robb'd me.--He one of the gang l is 
all a confederacy ! 


Enter CaRrv. 


Carty. (in his own voice, aſide) This Lord Li- 
mavaddy's ſervant has the very features of my old 
maſter, Mr. Hazard! | 

Haz. Yes it is Peter? 

Carty, Reduced to a livery—can't be—yet, as 
I've known footmen ſtepping into their * 
why not a gentleman be obliged to ſtep up . 


hind one. (aide) 
Haz, Seems confidering—I hope he forgets me. 


(afide) 

"Car (afide) If he recollects me, I'm in a 

ul way, for the clothes I ſtole from him. 

Haz . (afide) If I cou'd get a nearer. view of 
his face without diſcovering my own. 

Carty (afide) The height and ſhape, but I 
don't think the features. (eyeing each other aſtance, 
and. approaching by degrees) Here goes at a ven- 
ture. (Slaps Hazard on the ſhoulder, and ſpeaks 
with the brogue) My honeſt fellow, arrah, you 


haven't had no coffee. 
Haz. Noa, noa, zur; I didn't think it was the 


cuſtom in France to give coffee to ſervants. 

Carty. (aſide) No, it's not he. 6 

Haz. (afide) Yes, tis my friend Peter. 

Carty. (aſide) And yet Eh- I'll found him 
Faith, my boy, and I think I've ſeen your face 
ſomewhere. 


Haz. 
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- Haz. e zur,. I never was there i in al ay 


* 


again. (ofide) Did you E's face ? | 
Haz. Yez, zur, zure. | 
Carty. When ? 
Haz. Juſt now, „ 
Carty. Where ? 
Hax. There (points to bis face) TY 
Carty. (afide) The very tone of his. voice, | and 
he may ſham the dialect. 
Haz. (aſide) Yes, he's in doubt, but 1 muft 
not own myſelf. 


Carty. (afide) If 'tis he! now to draw bim 


out Heakee -a word — (in a lew tone) the ho- 
neſteſt of us all may have a reaſon to put on 
a diſguiſe, but you needn't be afraid of me. 
Hlaz. Afraid of you—why zure you're not 
Jriſh Ryan the boxer ? 

Carty. (aſide) Cloſe yet; but if he's really in 
neceſſity, I'll throw 1 a bait——You're the 


very picture of a dear friend I had once paid as 


much attention to him, aye, as one cou d to a 
maſter; but having a quarrel with a ſaucy. chap, 
] gave him ſuch a beating, I thought I had kill'd 
bim; ſo faith, I was obliged to make off in ſuch 
a hurry, that in my confuſion 1 pack'd up my 
clothes in a portmantel, and carried em * with 
my on- Now an't you he? 

Haz. Me !—not I—I never 

Carty. Come, own yourſelf to be he, and IN 
make good every ſhillings worth I took from you 
this moment. 


Haz. Will you ?-.-Eh, now I recollect, I am 
be.—Fla, ha, ha! | 


Carty 


A pretty ſort of an anfwer—T1L try g 
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Carty. (aſide) Eh ! no, it's not, I was wrong. 
I find you wou'd be a knave, if you knew 
how. 

Haz. Noa, indeed, zur, Tm as bein 

Carty. If it ſhould after all —Well, pray what 
clots were in the Portmantel ? 

Haz, La ! zure you know— 

Carty. Come, tell us. 

Haz. Clothes, there were either coat, waiſt⸗ 
coat, breeches, "ſhirts, thoes, or ſtockings, Pl 
take my oath on it. | 

Carty. (aſide) I never was ſo puzzled Well, 
what's my name ? 

Haz. There now if the man don't ax me his 
* name! 
arty. (aſide) Deviliſh like! but—no—it's 850 
1 ha, ha! I was joking all this while only 
to try you, My Lord Duke's v very particular, 
and we've ſo much plate about, we're cautious 
of ſtrange ſervants. 

Haz. Then if I wa'n't an honeſt ſervant, my 
Lord wou'd ſcarce a' truſted me with two thou- 
ſand pounds, I've here brought from his banker, 

Carty. Two thouſand pounds ! 

Haz. Yez, here 'tis. ( ſhews @ ſeal'd canvas bag) 

Carty. You ſilly dog! Run, go lock it up in 
your Lord's room. ; 

Haz. Lez, yez 

Carty. Put it in the little cupboard in the 
'(crutoire, then lock that, and the door and * 
both the keys in your pocket. 

Haz, I wull, Zur. La! what a fine thing it is 
to live in ſuch an honeſt.houſe! 


[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE 
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1 


S022 i ee 
Orroorz's Apartment at Anvrzw's, 


Enter Cox oRAL TobDpy. 


'  Tddy. Ha, ha, ha! Brother Andrew ſaw me 

fafe out, but I ſaw myſelf ſafe in again. Now, 
with the notes he has given me, 1f I cou'd only 
ſteal here as much to ſell, as wou'd buy the ſhoes 
for our regiment, I cou'd go back to Bruſſels, 
and perform my contract with honor. Eh, neat 
ftockings—(Takes them) A hat upon a peg, and 
a gentleman's head in the room! (Takes the hat 
down) Swords were made for ſoldiers—Piſtols to 
go off, A watch! ſhake hands—(Takes it) — Eh 
Some pretty clothes yonder— _ . 
20 1 (Goes into a cloſet) 
Enter HazARD». 


- Haz. Aye, the ſcrutoĩre - (goes over to it) lye 
thou there our two thouſand (places the bag in the 
bureau) Ha, ha, ha! Yes, with hopes of this, 
and what they think we've at the bankers, the raſ- 
cals.let-O*Toole win four hundred laſt night to 
encourage him—but I was on the watch, and 
ſoon as they lip'd in their loaded dice Oh, not a 
throw wou'd 1 let him take after—Ha, ha, ha! 
As we're in this very honeſt houſe, I'll ſecure the 
door. Ny [Exit locking the door. 


5 


Enter CARTY, ( from & ſecret door in the Wainſcot). 


Carty. (in an under tone) Ha, ha, ha! There 


goes careful—a fooliſh dog! never thought that a 
room 


—— 
e ” | be” IT 


room may have more doors than one; but An- 
drew himſelf don't know of this, which I diſcos 
ver'd on our firſt coming to the houſe, and which 
I'll not diſcover to one in the houſe. Now for 
the two thouſand. (opens the Bureau. takes out the 
bag) Let's ſee, any more of the Lords moveables 
here. (lays the ** on the table and returns to the 
Bureau) $73 


Re-enter CoRPoRAL pou from the che, C a 
ſuit of O'Toole . 


Confuſion ! My Lord himſelf. (conceals himſelf) 
Today. (afs 4) Two thouſand | (takes the bag 
off the fable « More doors than one to a room. 
[ goes to the door in the wainſcoat and exit. 

Carty. Sure my Lord doesn't begin to ſuſpect us 
—he muſt have thought his money was not ſafe 
here, and now is gone, I dare ſay to 3 is 
again at his bankers. Curſt unlucky ! 
(The room door is unlocked) 


Enter Aubzzw. 


And. (in an under tone] Ha, ha, ha! not one 
of my aſſociates ſuſpects that I as maſter, have a 
maſter-key to every door in this houſe. ( /eein 
Carty) Oh, oh! before-hand with me. Coed 
How-did you get in here, when I found the door 
lock'd ? (angrily) 

Cary. And how did you get in, and the * 
in Sap's pocket? | 

And. What brought you? 

Garjy. I had two — reaſons for comin g. 
what brought you... 
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Hud. Two thouſand more, ha, ha, hat we di- 


vide. 8 
' Haw (without) The door open, how 8 this? 


| Re-enter HAzARD. 


My wind iives me. (goes to the dba Yes 
*tis gone. Oh, oh ! the bag of _ gone! 

And. (afide) Hey! 

' Carty. Your Lord took it. | 

Haz, Then we're ſafe.—But I'll ſeem not to 
bevove it to ſet theſe fellows by the ears. n 


Enter O Toor z. | 


Orbe. Come, I want to dreſs. 

Haz. My Lord, did you take the n [ left 
here? Deny it. (apart) 
O'Toole. What money? | | 
- Haz. That's ＋ 183 It's gone! mur- 
der'd! undone! now I fee why yow deſir'd 
me to leave it there, for you to take i it. (to Carty) | 
Oh, ho | (affefts to ory) 

And. W hat is de matter, mi Lir ? 

O'Toole. I proteſt your Grace, I don't know. 
What are you at here? (7 Hazard) 

Haz. My Lord, that knave has ſtole your: two 
thouſand pounds, 
Carty. Why, you blockhead, I myſelf ſaw my 
Lord there. come out of the cloſer; and take it 
on that table. 

. Haz. Table and Ge it up in that Bu- 
reau. 

O' Toole. ( api d Saw me, friend! 

Carty. How, or when you chang'd your coat 
fince, I don't know ; but take the bag, you cer- 
tainly did, my Lord, off that table. 2 
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And. (apart to Carty) Oh, I ſee how ou 


ſhare it? 
Carty. Why, the devil a fixpence of it I have! 


And. (apart) You won't! (calling) Hot ha! 
where are all my ſervants?- 


Enter ſeveral Onſelrate 45 fied 4 Servants. : 


Take that knave, keep him i in W till I ſend 
for the Archers. i 
O'Toole, Nay, your Grace, 
Aud. Will you give me half? (apart to Carty) 
Carty. Pon my ſoul, I haven't it. (apart to * 


And. Take him away. 
Carty. (apart to Andrew) I'll diſcover on you. 


And. "Away with him. (hey are drogging him 
of) | 
Carty. I'll blow your Grace 

And. De villain will blow my brains off, away 
vid him. 

Carty. My Lord, his Grace is only 

And. Take him along. | 

Carty. Andrew | Andrew! 7 

And. Aye, hold him faſt, Andrew, never mind 
his bawling. (They drag bim off.) 

Ah, my Lord, pardon me | a Rogue, rob a gueſt 
in my houſe hen I wanted to roh him myſell. 
| [ Aide and Exit. 

Haz. Hang him your Grace—Ha, ha, ha! 
If this fellow ev'n does know me, a good oppor- 
tunity this of getting him out of the way—Ha, 
ha, ha! Some revenge, too, for his robbing , me 
when his lawful maſter. 

O' Togle, I can't conceive what's all this you've 
| 332 been 
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hen. at here—coime, my clothes, 1 want to 

— 

Hax I'm glad you remov'd the bag out of their 

way—but how did you break open the bureau? 
O'Toole. Why the fellow thinks of ne, 55 

robbing bags, and breaking open bureaus ! 

Heaven, you'll bring yourſelf and me to the — ä 

leys— My clothes NE 
Haz. Very well. N into the cloſet. 
O'Toole. I repent heartily, 

principled fellow to lead me on ſo far in this gan- | 

gerous plan of his— | | 


* 


Re-enter laue, | with Coxronai Tovpy's 


Haz. 'Here's a transformation ! Hey takes 
the money and book out of the pocket, with the bill 
which Andrew had given Corporal Toddy) ( Reading) 
% Pay bearer fifty pounds—on demand” Sir, 
excuſe me a moment. (going) 

O' Toole, Where are you going 1 

Haz. Only to my banker's, Monſieur Phri- 
gord's—Receiving money is curſed troubleſome ; 
but to us men of bulineſs—hem—we—fifry 
pounds ! on demand. Exit. 
' O'Toole. Yes, this buſy little raſcal won't ſtop 

till he gets me into the hands of the police I can 
ſcarce look the injured nobleman in the face with- 
out viſible embarraſſment; yet his charming 
daughter cannot read villain in my guilty counte- 
nance—To wrong ſuch innocence, I ſhou'd be the 
worſt of villains. Yonder's her governeſs— Les, 
I'll throw myſelf at Lady Caroline's feet, confeſs 
my infamous deſign upon her fortune, and bid her 
adicu for ever. [ Exit. 


SCENE 


ſuffer'd this un. 


scENE IV. 
A Room in a Tavern. 


Enter two GERMAN SoLoIES, Sahar, . 
LANDLORD-. 


Jie g And this is the houſe he uſed to 425 
uent 
8 Land. Les — but Corporal Toddy's not here 
now indeed, Sir — Coming, Siri! [ Erit. 

iſt Soldier. 1 warrant, he han't as much lets. as 
will give us a bottle, 

Serjeant. Yes, we muſt bring bim back in irons. 

2d Soldier. We mult catch him firſt. 

Teddy. (Without) To be ſure I am. 

Serjeant. Here he is—To your arms—Screw on 
your bayonets, and get the hand-cuffs ready. 

Teddy. (Withow) A bottle, you _ "bring 
up fix bottles. 

Serjeant. Six bottles! never mind the hand- 
cuffs—Stand cloſe, [They retire, 


Enter Cokxrox AL Toppy, with two or three coats, 
Wat coats, Hirt, hats, Cc. on, one over the other. 


 Toddy. Ha, ha, ha! I had a glorious hawl of 
fiſh come to my net—Rolling round my brother's 
houſe, I gather'd like a ſnow-ball, and now l peel 
like an onion. ( Takes them off. ) : 
Serjeant. (advancing) Corporal, you're my 
riſoner. 
Toddy. Me a priſoner, ha, ha, ha! | 
 Serjeaut. We'ye orders to take you back to 
Bruſſels 


332 | TANT ARA-RARA, 


Bruſſels oe defrauding the Emperor of the money 
committed to your charge. 

Toddy. Oh, to buy the ſhoes ! bleſs ble Impe. 
rial pate ! but Im able to ſhoe his whole army, 
horſes and all,—Only ſee—han't a guinea here 
ha ps——(ironically) two thouſand Locks d'Ors 

". (/hews the bag) 

't yay non Lads, Gan- t 1 always ſay Corp 
 Toddy was an honeſt man, and an honor to the 
cloth, and that he'd men the laſt florin with a 
comrade? $24 

Today. Share! not a guinea do you get here; 
PU give you wine you dogs—peep ont and ſing, 


y little goldfinches. (empties the bag on the. 


1 diſcovering it Alled with counters, button tops, 
Sc. 


Serjeant. Why, your goldfinches are chang” d 
into rooks, 

Teddy. (diſmay d and afteniſy'd) Yes, I got them 
in a rookery——oh dear! not worth a bribe. 


Serjeant. ( fiercely) Come. | 
& Tedey, Hold ! the bank note Andrew gave me 


—oh, my unlucky fate] forgot it in my own 


coat—ob ! 
Serjeant. None of your ſhuffling-—you muſt 


come directly on with the hand-cuffs, and play 


up the Rogue's March. (They form round him, and 
are going) | 


Enter Com Miss ATR E, Bax KER, SIR ULlick Lirrr- 
DALE, and OFFICER (with HAZARD in cuſtody.) 


Com. ( ſpeaks as entering) Walk this way. 
Bank. Bring him along—Yes, Mr. Commiſ- 
faire, here's the bill I ſtop'd at our bank—oblige 


this fellow to confeſs how he came by it. 
Haz. 


e 7 Ms 


nocbks Alf. 


Haz, Oh, my lord . Juſtice! I found it i * 
ſoldier's 8 Pecker. 4 x 

Toddy. Eh, you rogue pick 2 ſoldier's pocke? 
— fit ſhould be mine. (Ade) Let's ſee id Yom 
it from the banker) tis my vety note huzza I fere 
jeant, its for fifty pounds; let me go, and you 
ſhall have it 2 2 a word there keep” it. 
(apart, gives it to the Serjeamt) © 

Bank. But he muſt'n't keep it muſt keop it 
to produce it on the trial. 

Toddy. Pihaw man! there'll'be no eral iow: 
will there ſerjeant? 

Bank, ( paſſionately) But 1 demand! 

Toddy. To be ſure its on demand. Be quiet, 
man |! | tell you the little difference between me 
and the Emperor is ſo made up—l don't 80 to 
Bruſſels now, do I ſeijeant? 

Bank. I don't care where the devil yon go to, 
or who you are, but that fellow ſhall be A. 
(to Hazard) 

Toddy, He oh, true—he ſhou d—aye, 4 
—and "Mr. What d'ye-call-um, I'm obliged * to 
you for ſtopping the note, for it's mine, isn t it 
ſerjeant? | 
| Bank. Lay hold on chat fellow Wy. the bill 
s forg'd. 

Ti 225 Forg'd ! ob, its ks mine, | 
Haz. It muſt, for che coat I took it from muſt 
have been his, that on him I'll ſwear belongs to 

my maſter, Lord Limavaddy. 

Toddy. Oh, then perhaps this money belongs 
to your maſter Lord Limavaddy. 1 and 
tinting to the rubbiſh on the table) 

Com Lord Limavaddy alias O'Toole—But 

u here did you get this forg'd note? | 

T eddy. From Andrew. 


Com. 
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Com. Who is Andrew? | 
Toady. My wn Sir, but he's 4 duke n now 
and then. 
Com. I've chat name on . for 
numberleſs frauds. Confeſs what you know of 
this Andrew, + | 

_ Toddy. Betray my licacher N 

Serjeant, Why, twas this brother: that be 
tray d you to us. 
Toddy. Indeed! and here wanted to 


get me 


9 hang'd, by giving me a forg'd note—why he's 2 


ue, double refinꝰd -now, how wou'd he like 
if 1 was to tell you, Mr. Juſtice, that he paſs'd 
himſelf for a duke upon a raw boy of a lord? 
Haz. That's my maſter, we are do's raw young 
boys. 
Com. Well! 

Teddy. And his taking him i in to marry 2 en he 
ſtole from her parents? 

Sir U. Stole from her parents ! Eh, what's this ? 
If it ſhou'd be my child. (7 Commiſſaire). Sir, 
J requeſt you will take his depoſition. 

Bank. Yes, but I muſt have juſtice for the 
for gery. 

Com. Y.ou ſhallij-+I beer for the appearance 
of theſe culprits their evidence will be material 
againſt this villain Andrew. 


Enter OrricEks, with CARTY. 


Officer. Here, Sir, is a fellow deſires to be 


brought before you. 
Teddy, What, little Trigedy ! one of Andrew' g 


corps, "Ha, ha, ha! 


Officer. We caught him forcing his way out 
| Carty, 


of — 


+ & 
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Carty. Sir, I was falſely accug'd, - that's the 

truth on't, and my maſter, locking mo up in the 
wine- cellar | 

Toddy. Forc'd your way out of 2 . f 
I always took you for a ſneaking ſcoundrel. 

Cm. But for what were you confin'd ? F 

Carty. Eh Lord, he ſaid I ſtole a bag with two. 
thouſand (ee. the bag on the table, and tbe 
clothes on Corporal Today) Eh! yes, it muſt, ha, 
ha, ha! two thouſand ! all of us running after 
the hare, and this is the cat we were hunting, 
ha, ha, ha ! why it is—(looks at Hazard)—it cer- 
tainly is my old maſter Hazard! Oh, I ſee it, 
ha, ha, ha! Sing Tantara-rara Rogues All —The 
poor Corporal too hand- cuff d, ha, ha, ha 

Teddy. And if I waſn't, you ſhou'd be head- 
cuff d, ha, ha, ha 

Com. Look to that facetious Lacquey. 


Enter Warrez (with a cooper of wine) 


Waiter. Six bottles of wine for Corporal 


Toddy. 
| Teddy. ( fag) Then merry be the firſt of 
Auguſt. | 

Com. Take em away. . 

Toddy. Go, and leave my liquor behind me 
then Thal be hang'd for certain | 

Serjeant. (to his men) Secure this wine, and 
take care of your priſoner. 

Toddy. Let me ſecure the wine, and PI take 
care of the priſoner.—Oh Sir! (20 Commiſſaire) 
One bottle wou'd give you ſuch a clear view of 
this affair, and two bottles wou'd make you {ce 
double- 
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Sir U. See double Taftice ſhou'd be blind, 
Toady. She ſhou'd b be btind unk. ans 
Com. A room there. (calling of * 
paddy. A room and 4 bottle, don't you hear 
the juſtice? Strike up, “ Merry be the firſt of 
* Anga.“ 
n Look to che py \*w Barum, 


1 s 


SCENE v; en la. 


Avprew's Houſe. 


Enter AyDRzw and Picks, | 


And. An advertizement Fouk the Police * 

Then we muſt take the ſhorteſt cut ta Lord Li- 

. mayaddy's eight thouſand, ſtrike our tents and 
decamp. 

Pickle. Lord 61 Ha, "R ha 4 only 
look at the advertizement. (gives it) 

And. (reads) © Caution to the public Noto- 
* 1jous cheats Andrew, alias Duke Puffendorff 
« ahd-----Eh, u hat's this 2 one O'Toole, who 
& at Liſte paſs & himfelf for Lord Limavaddy.” 60 
, death! have we been pluck d by our own 
pidgeons -I let him vin my four hundred 
ach but by heaven he hall refund, or 1 

Pickle. Huſh !——Yonder's' Narciſſa I've 


thought of a method to e him out of it, 
this way, ſoftrt. e 
Enter 


<4" * 6 e et | ay 
nh i __ 4 FT % = Sil 
9 Euter Nase me" bade, 


1 My dear Narciſſa, I l coneuy i in 
ur reſolution, not to be an accowplice i in 
Nodrew's impoſition on this young. Lord. 


Nar. Did you tell him I wiſhed to have a 4 | 


ments interview with bim? 
'Blanckh 1 did, and his Lordfhip bad — * as 


earneſtly defired a conference ahh you——Here 
he 18. .. [Exit 


Nar. How. 1 tremble \ defpile myſelt for 


appearing hat I am not—yet mult meet his con- 
tempt by diſcloſiag what J am. 


Enter O'Toots,, | 


O'Toole. Ger M Lady Grin 1 NET 

Nar. (confuſed) Lord I- How hall I tell 
tim? (ohh 

O' Tele. When I reveal myſelf, how deſpica- 
ble muſt I appear ; but I'm d (af de 
It is fix'd 5 that we are to be unit 

Mar. (figbs) My Lord! 

O'Toole. My happineſs then is your ſorrow ? 
5 5 Wou 0 our union promote your happi- 
neſs ; 


_ O'Toole. My bliſs, did not I fear that future re- | 


morſe muſt embitter my felicity. 
Nar. Then, Sir, I muſt own—you were the 


firſt offer my heart approv'd ; and when one loves, 8 


deceit is perfidy ! 
O'Toole. (afide) Deceit! She already bes 


now to lay aſide the maſk, 
M. 


I'm an impoſtor Doubtleſs, Madam, tis time 
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N (al de) Maſk! then he has diſcover'd 
who I. ami Indeed the impoſition has been car- 
ried too far, 

i O'Toole. It has; but— Ah, Madam, Im that 


villain, Haz ard, that plan d and conducted the 


whole ſcheme. 

Nar. You miſtake, 'twas Aachen „ 

O'Toole. Andrew! 1 never knew Hazard wy 
that name. 
Mar. Oh, he has gone by fifry names. | 

O'T ol-. Who do you mean, Madam? 
 Nar. Twas he that ſtole me from my parents, 

O' Toole. Indeed !- Who, Hazard? 
Mar. No; Andrew, the Duke de Puffendorff, 

as he calls himſelf. F 

O'Toole. Hah! | 

Nar. Oh, my Lord! reſcue me from this vil- 
la.n—tho' unworthy of your love, look on me as 
a helpleſs orphan, the object of your pity ; your 
countenance ſpeaks a heart ſenſible to the tear of 
ſorrow ; you are my only hope; on my knees [ 
implore you, don don t abandon me. (Nueels 
and weeps) © 

O Tosle. Riſe, n you ſee before you a 
wretched adventurer not worth a ſhilling—Your 
generous confeſſion renders you dearer to m 
heart than if really the daughter of a King, Wi 
millions to your portion, 


Enter Ax DpREw, (as Duke), PickLE, (45 Com- 
miſſaire) and If e Gabited as Muſtet- 
cers.) 


And. Mr. Conmmilifiire, there's your priſoner, 


Mr. O' Toole—a raſcally ſharper, who, under 
the 


— 
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the falſe title of Lord Limayaddy, you'd have 
robb'd me of my 38 r Kot 
Ner- Oh, heavens 1. ...: e hd, 


Enter Hazand. "Ie: 


Haz. My Lords ITN 

And. Secure that ſcoundrel! He's an accom- 
lice. 
l Haz. Oh, mercy ! (He i⸗ A) 

And. Me! Mercy, you villain ! 

Haz. Releaſe my Lord—No ? Then for he 


ſignal—(S amps) 


Enter Counmains, Sik Uricx, Corrotar 
Toppy, BLANCH, and 2 


Com. (Speaks as ent ring) Guard the doors ! 
Hah, Mr. Andrew I've long wiſh'd for this 
meeting—and Mr, Pickle, my worthy repreſen- 
tative! ſecure them all. (they are ann by 
Muſqueteers) | 

And, But I hope, my Lord, your mercy Will 

Haz. © Mercy to you, you villain!” 

Sir U. Yes, it muſt be my daughter—every 
circumſtance agrees—her clothes deliver'd to me 
by this gentlewoman — (70 Blanch) her likeneſs 
to her dear mother—ſhe is---my child! (En- 
braces Narcifſa) 
 Nar. And have J a parent that I don't bluſh to 
own ? 

Sir L. Ha, ha, ha! And ſo, O'Toole, you 
were the Lord---Ha, ha, ha! Your Counſellor, 5 
Hazard, here, has told us all, and indeed 
(as he ſhou'd) the blame upon himſelf, 


O' Toole, And, Sir Ulick, is't — this ſhou'd - 
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| be che bleſſing deſign'd for me in 'my infane 
(to Narciſſa) 
And. Since you are her reat father. Sir, 1 hope, 
as | reſtore her to you innocent and accomplith'd--- 
Toddy. Stop, Andy, I'm the elder, tho' you're 
the greater rogue. Sir, (fo Sir Ulick) as you owe 
_ daughter to my---honeſty, pray bid the 
gliſh Ambaffador command the mperor to 
talk no more about my not buying ſhoes. | 
dr U. Ha, ha, ha! Tou ve been * Rogues 
« All,” but 1 hope our Duke and Lord here, in 
forure, will think the nobleſt title is An honeſt 
an. N 


THE END. 


Om | | 

BIRTH DAY; 

"HOT. Us 
THE PRINCE OF ARRAGON.* 


IN TWO ACTS. 
' FOUNDED ON THE FRENCH. 
PERFORMED AT THE 


THEATRE-ROYAL, HAY-MARKET, 


Aucvsr 12th, 178g. 


Taz MUSIC Br Ds. ARNOLD. | 


* This Piece was written in honor of His Royal Highneſs, 
the Prince of Wales's attaining his one-and-twentieth year. 


TO HIS ROYAL" HIGHNESS - 


GEORGE, PRINCE. OF ALES. 


SIR, 


temerity; my reaſon would have re- 
coiled, and left nothing but my pre- 
ſumption to attend it to your Royal 
feet, had not your gracious condeſcen- 
tion in permitting it to approach you, 
encouraged me in the laudable attempt 
to celebrate (though by humble means) 
an æra auſpicious, great, and glorious. 
The guardian genius of Britain having 
placed a BRUuxs wick on the throne, ſaw, 
and ſelf-approving, ſmiled upon her 
work. And Victory, when determined 
to beſtow her richeſt wreaths of laurel 
upon Britiſh valour, to perpetuate her 
bounty, wiſely choſe that point of time 
which ſhe foreſaw muſt be the darling 
theme of future ages, the period that gave 
birth to the PxINce or WALES. 
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WHEN I conſider the inſignificancy of 
this trifle, I am ſurprized at my own _ 
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394 DEDICATION. 


The combination of momentous cir- 
cumſta ce conducive to the advantage 
of England, attend ing your Royal High- 
neſs's dawn of life, promiſed a zenith of 
glory; ; and the ſhining qualities of your 
youth juſtify our hopes, and give an am- 
ple ſati: faction to our expectations. As 
you were the early bleſſing, ſo will you 
prove the latter comfort of your Royal 
Parents, the atron of ſcience, the pro- 
moter of virtue, the delight and joy of a 
happy people, whoſe affection, reſpect, 
and admiration may you ever poſſeſs, as 
you do thoſe of your Royal Highneſs's 


Moſt humble, 
Dutiful and truly 
Devoted ſervant, 


THE AUTHOR. 


| Lonpon, 
 AvcusrT 26, 1783, 
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— | f | 
The Prince of Arragon, 22 Mr. PaLMuER. 
Don Leopold, . . ..... ... .. Mr. WILSON. 
Don Frederick, . ..... . .... Mr. WILLIAMSON, 


Seraphina . .. ...... ..... Mrs. BANNISTER, 
T Florina, — Miſs GEORGE. 


Servants, Attendants, xc. &c. 


— ...... —— ——ů—ͤU—Hp¼. — 


Sczxe, Don Leopold's Caſtle, near Saragaſſa. 


_—_ 


„ 
BIRTH DAY; 
| on. 


THE PRINCE OF ARRAGON. 


MCT „ 
SCENE I. 
An Apartment in Dox Lxororp's Caſtle. | 


Euter the Prince or AkRaGon and FREDERICK. 


PzRIxck. 


801 at laſt we are arrived at Don Leopold's 
caſtle. 

Fred. Thank Heaven ! for ſince we turn'd 
our horſes heads from the palace of Saragoſa, my. 
Prince has not till this moment honour'd his 
faithful Frederick with a ſingle word. 

Prince. 1 imagined my dear Frederick, that 
you wil d to ſee me in love. 8 

re 
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_ ' Fred. Without doubt—the darling of yotit 
Royal parents, the idol of the people; the bloom- 

ing hope of every friend to his country, and the 


' . impending terror of her focs, adorn'd with ev 


ace of nature, ſhining in each accompliſhment 
with all the glowing ſpirit of a hero, ready to 
burſt into action, I ſaw you in the midſt of a bril- 
liant court, ſurrounded with pleaſures, 'but a a 
ſtranger to happineſs, + - 14 
Prince. Tis true, Frederick: I was amus'd, 
but never pleas c. 2 
Fred. I ſaw it. I dar'd, impell'q by duty, to 
pry into your thoughts, and from the ſtate of 
your heart, this languor, this apathy, this reſt- 
teſs, joyleſs inquietude, I plainly ſaw that in the 
midſt of ſplendor, love was wanting to make you 
mT TPM 7 275 . 
Prince. Ah, Frederick; but if this love, which 
you imagine fo eſſential to my happineſs, ſhould. 
plunge me into unutterable woe, and render me 
for ever miſerable ! | 
Fred. Love make a Prince miſerable! Impoſ- 
ſible. | IE 
Prince. Why not a Prince as well as another 
man? | VETS 75 ; 
Fred. Heir to the Crown of Arragon, who has 
only to aſk and obtain, to wiſh and be happy! 
Prince, Ay, Frederick; but I wou'd have the 
fair one love me, not as the Heir of Arragon: 
] would owe nothing to the dignity of my ſtation. 
Fred. Well, Sir, fortune has arrang'd each cir- 
cumſtance of your adventure here to the full ex- 
tent of your wiſhes. Chance throws into your 
hands a Lady's picture; the features are juſt what 
your fa ncy imagines to be the moſt beautiful 
i the world; and for ſeven or eight days, by 
| | your 
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your orders, I ſearch'd the court, the city, the 
country, for the charming original: my eudea- 


vours proved fruitleſs, and you began to deſpair 


of ever finding this lovely incognita; when one 
day, in hunting, led by the ardor of the chaſe, 
having ſtray'd from your ſuite, you find. your- 
ſelf near the park wall of this caſtle hear the 
cry of diſtreſs, ſee women purſued by a huge and 
fierce boar, Fired with a generous alarm at their 
danger, you fly to their aſſiſtance! to kill this 
monſter, was but the work of a minute; but 
what a minute of delight, of tranſport ! A young 
lady from wearineſs and fright having fallen at 
the foot of a tree, preſents to your eyes the very 
identical lovely original of the picture. Thus, 
in ſaving her life, your firſt interview was the 
moſt auſpicious moment of yours. 
Prince. I own, my dear Frederick, hitherto 1 
have reaſon to be content; as yet, 'tis certain, 
my quality is a ſecret to Don Leopold and his 
daughter ; and as I was firſt introduced to them 
by your name, they ſtill imagine mie to be Don 
Frederick. The amiable Seraphina liſtens to my 
vows with the moſt flattering complacency, ap- 
roves my paſſion, anſwers each gentle ſigh, each 
tender look, with the ſweet ſympathy of dear 
affection; and, by her permiſſion, I made a for- 
mal demand to her father of her hand in mar- 
riage. 85 
Fred. Which he readily granted, not knowing 
you to be the Prince of Arragon. 7 
Prince. The old Gentleman did not heſitate a 
moment ; and this very day, the anniverſary of 
my birth, Don Leopold has fixed for the. celebra- 
tion of our nuptials. 9 


Fred. 


1 
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Fred. Then nothing but the joy of the night | 
can exceed the happiueſs of the day, / 
Prince. Ah! Frederick, this day may be moſt 
unhappy ! Seraphrna loves nie, but before L wed. 
her I am reſolved to put her affection to the 
proof; if it cannot bear the trial, oh, Frederick! 
What a ſever- ſtroke to a heart ſo tender, lo ſenfi- 
ble, ſo paſſionate as mine! 
ed. Well, my Lord, hope all for the beſt 
—Fa, ha, ha! [ I'm diverted even at the idea of 
Don Leopold's ſurprize and embarraſſment when 
he finds that you're the Prince; I aſſure you he'll 
entertain you with ſuch things as never yet 
reached a royal ear. 
Prince. Av, that I ſuppoſe: for the character 
of my old Don, tho' rough, is noble, free and 
indepencent. Huſh, here he comes ; remember 
os am Don Frederick, and you are my atrendant. 
[ Exit Hredericł. 
| Leop. (without) Be quiet—hold your tongue 
—ſay no more, it's all in vain—;idiculous to pro- 
poſe it! No, no, no courts for me. 


Enter Dox LEOPOLD. 


Ah! they did not tell me you were here. | 
Prince. But juſt arriv'd, Sir; you ſeem angry. 
 Leop. So I am Frederick. 

Prince. What's the matter, Don Leopold? 

Leop. My daughter wants to carry me to 
Court. 

Prince. Why not, Sir? A nobleman of your 
birth and diſtinction ſhould not thus bury himſelf 
in the country. 

Leep. In the country! I live upon my own 


eſtate. 


Prince, 
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Prince. Yes, but from the character I have | 

Ei of you, the Prince, I'm ſure, would with to 

known to you. | 
Leop. 1 tell you what, boy; I've as ich re- 
ſpe for the Prince as you; I eſteem, I love 
him; and were there a cauſe, the laſt drop of my 
blood ſhould write my loyalty ; I'd die to ſerve 
him. But I don't like new ee I am 
too old. 

Prince. And yet I will aff ure you, Don Leo- 
pold, the Prince wiſhes for nothing more than to 
have you nearly attached to him. 

. Me! On what account? 

Prince. To have in your rare and valuable cha- 
racter, a man of candour and probity, incapable 
of falſehood, on whoſe honor, whoſe friendſhip 
he might rely, and place an intire confidence in 
his fidelity—you laugh ! 
| Leop. Ha, ha! ha! very good! the Prince 
wiſhes to have me near him, me, whom he never 

ſaw; becauſe, forſooth, you have told him that 
I ama perſon of probity and candour! 

Prince. Juſt ſo, I'll anſwer for your welcome, 
go when you pleaſe. 

Leop. Will you? firſt anſwer for my going, for 
go I will not; no, no, he ſees had company 
enough already. 

Prince, But— 

Leop. None of your buts } you are going to be 
my Son- in-law; take it once for all, 1 was never 
made for a courtier; I am a fantaſtical, ridicu- 
lous old fellow, that thinks noble birth wants no 
decoration of title; that a ſtar upon a breaſt can - 
not give honor to a heart that's baſe, nor a ribbon 
dignity to a neck that perhaps deſerves a halter. 
Tho” I live at a great expence, I keep within my 

VOL, 111, 3E income z 


e BIRTH Dar; 


income; 1 have no uſe for more than half the 
ſervants I maintain, but then the other half I con- 
ſider have uſe or me; and tho' I am a Lord, I 
am as free from debt 4s the rea private g gen- 
tleman, 

Prince. I u would indeed be an extraordinary 
char cte at court. 

Le p. Ay, ay, Don Frederick, but [ prefer 
being jod 8 in this old caſtle of mine here, to 
the honor of b ing inconveniently ſituated near a 
King; 1n one word, I'd rather walk about my 
park, gardens, and my own improvements, than 
to ſlide and amble through an anti- chamber, like 
a Cypher of great importance, in a groupe of idle 
buly-bodies, illuſtrious profligates, reverend athe- 
iſts, mock patriots, and right honourable ſharpers, 
the whole forming a villainous Ive a curious 
cout calendar. 

Prince. Then *tis impoſſible to perſuade you to 
accompany us. | 

Leop. Then don't attempt it; aſk a lover to 
reſign his miſtreſs, a lady to praiſe her rival, a 
lawyer to tell truth, and a Doctor to return his 
fee; but never aſk me to go to court; you ſhall 
not change my mode of eng. nor ſhall l oy 
to alter your's. 


es: 


The court is a fountain of honour and fame, 
And ſweet are the waters that flow; 
Yet ſay if our throats, or this water's to blame, 
As we drink the more thirſty we grow ? 
But the court to be ſure 1s a fine place, 
A gay, a polite, a divine place, 
Jam the man can tell you ho Ww. 
If there you'd wiſh to riſe, 
W.th your every ſtep a bow! 


On your tongue a thouſand lies; . 
4 * 5 Sub- 
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Yubmiſſive be your ftile! 
A great man's frown's a Sk 
A on in his ſmile, 
ribbon in his nod: 
Strict care and cloſe economy; | 
Firſt make a __y brag on; 
But ſet to guard the golden tree, 
Then gobble like a dragon. . 


Enter FREDERI CK, ( ſpeaks apart to the Prince.) 


Fred. Your attendants wait their orders, Sir. 
Prince. Very well. 


Enter FLORINA.. 


Plorins, where's my daughter ? 

Hui I left her in the garden, Sir; I fancy ſhe's 
reading in the jeſſamine alcove. 

Hey, Don Frederick, don't you wiſh to 
ſee her? ay, ay, well, well, go—you hear ſhe is 
in the jeſſamine alcove. 

Flori. Oh pray go, Sir, tis the ſweeteſt place 
to make love in ! ſing her an amorous ditty, and 
the pretty little birds ſhall play up the ſym- 
phonies. 

Leop. Hark ye! I'll play up a ſymphony with 
you, huſley, if you ſtrike up your amorous dit- 
ties in my daughter's hearing—But go to her, 
Frederick, while I prepare for your wedding and 
ſome little fancies of my own to honor the birth- 
day of our Prince. This night Seraphina ſhall be 
your wife; and to-morrow morning, if you will 
go, there lies your way to court, and here lies 
mine to my groves and gardens. 

[ Exeunt Don LzoroLD and the Prince ſeverally. 

Flori. Then at laſt the delicious moment is at 
hand, when we ſhall bid adieu to this crazy caſtle, 
322 | theſe 
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theſe ;aferifible trees, theſe diſmal groves, and 5 
.melancholy gardens. 1 

Fred. You are weary of this place, bey! 1 

Flori. Weary of it? that I am. Sn 

Fred. Variety pleaſes you. | 
Flori. Infinitely; 1 areſt ſameneſs, order nd 
odious method; I delight in noiſe, hurry, ſhew, 
and rattling confuſion, —Oh. heavens, I've con- 
ceiv'd the moſt charming ideas of a court! 

Fred. And you are a charming girl; you are 
—_ for a court—that graceful mien, this fine 

pe, (puts his band round her waiſt) that expreſ- 
＋ ſenſibility of countenance, thoſe ſpeaking eyes, 
thoſe ruby lips. 

Flori, My lips are well enough : ſo let them | 
alone, if you pleaſe. (puſhes him back) 

Fred. With all your gaiety, ſprightlineſs, and 
vivacity, ſuch ſhining qualifications for good com- 
pany, you cannot fail of ſucceſs. 

Flori. Yes, I flatter myſelf there is a little 5 
thing, a certain—inexprefſive—that—ay, ay, my 
je ne ſęai quoi will do the bulineſ— | 


AlR.— From A. 5 


Your wiſe men all declare 
p Of the thing ſo ſtrange and rare, 
The beautiful ſublime in great nature's law, 
A woman bears the belle; 
Yet why they cannot tell ; 
'Tis the myſtical charms of. the je ne ſgai quoi, 


The lovely town-bred dame, 
- Dear cauſe of many a flame, 
Each ſmart ſwears he ne'er ſuch a beauty ſaw, 
Say what the lovers prize, 
Coral lips or brilliant eyes? 


No; the myſtical charms of the je ne ſai quot. 
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Behold the village maid, 
| By nature's hand array'd, 
With her ſtockings green, — her hat of fraw : 
Is love in dimple fleek, 
Or the roſes of her cheek ? , 
No; the myſtical charms of the je ne ſqgai quoi. 
You and I are going to live in the ſame houſe: . 
come let us be open and candid ! do you reſolve 
to govern your maſter? _ 

Fred. Moſt certainly I will. 

Flori. Well, mind, take care that you do; for 
I am de determined to govern my miſtreſs: : 
a'n't I ri 

Fred. ercainly ; a7, and he'll be well go- 
verned! - 

Flori. Why yes, it is'nt that I want to make a 
great fortune, chat is, all at once; l'm not covet- 
ous or ambitious, but you know one muſt be 2 
little vain, when one is plac'd with a lady who is 
wife to the Prince's favourite; my education may 
have been limited, but for all that, I hope to play 
my cards with ſuch addreſs, that I ſhall foon have 
a little court of my own. | 

Fred. What a baggage! (afide) I dare ſay you 
will, and from this moment 1 put 19.0908 under 
your protection. 

Flori. Well, I ſhall take care of you; ; indeed, 
you may be of ſome uſe to me. 

Fred. As how pray ? 

Flori. Why, you muſt help me in rollefing 
little intrigues, adventures, and anecdotes. | 
a g Then you have no averſion to ſcan- 

a Fara 

Flori, Why you know ſcandal is a waiting wo- 
man's moſt neceſſary qualification. 

Fred. You are an ingenious pretty little foul. 


* 3 
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that's the truth on't—oh ! here comes my maſ- 
ter. 


Flori. And my miſtreſs ! hey! they ſeem to 


have had a wrangle. 


| Fred. Something's the matter indeed ki 

Flori. Well come along, it's none of our buſi. 
neſs ; let's leave them to themſelves, for when two 
lovers fall out, they can always decide the quar- 
rel without ſeconds, 

Flori. What, two to one againſt my miſtreſs? 


Oh, then I'It Rand by, to ſee fair play. 
| { Both retire, 


Enter PIN cr, affecting diſorder and embarraſſment, 
followed by SERAPHINA. | | 


Sera. Cruel Frederick | why did your Te SOR 


fave my life; your merit win my heart; when 


now you make your Seraphina wretched, by ſeem- 
ing ſo unhappy on the very day of our union * 

Prince. Oh heavens! 

Sera. You ſeem alarm'd: I aſk the reaſon, you 
anſwer me with ſighs, and looks to heaven: Ex- 

ain the cauſe of theſe emotions, or I'll inſtantly 
acquaint my father. 

Prince. Stay, madam. 

Sera; Speak then : why am I treated than?! 

Prince, Your indignation I deſerve, and with 
patience I ſubmit: Oh Seraphina ! 

Sera. .Speak, my Frederick. 2 

Prince. Dry your tears, they fall for a wretch 
unworthy of your pity. _ 

Sera. Worthy of my tendereſt regard, my af- 


fection, my love. 


AIR; 
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. Sweeteſt paſſion of the mind, 
Generous, noble, unconfin'd, * 
Sov'reign love that ſways the ſoul, & 
Love 1s fate above controul. 
Pureſt ſource of honor, truth, 
Kind director of our youth; 
This her precept virtue prize, 
Emulate the bleſs'd above/, 
To be worthy what you love! 


Prince. No more! this kindneſs but aggravates 
my guilt. + | 3 hy 

Sera. Guilt! | 

Prince. My perfidy. 

Sera. How ? | | 

Prince. To you, Seraphina, I am a traitor ; and 
when I diſcloſe my treachery, your tenderneſs 
will turn to contempt and: abhorrence. 5 

Sera. Betray'd by Frederick ? 

Prince. Liſten to the ſtory of my falſhood, and 
then abandon me to the remorſe which muſt 
for ever puniſh and rorment me. Yelterday 
having obtained the conſent of my Prince for 
our marriage, Frederick, ſays he, from the fide- 
lity by which I know you are attached to me, I 
make no doubt of your concern at my late inqui- 
etude of mind, and of your anxiety to know, 
and if in your power to remove the cauſe; cou'd 
you imagine it poſſible that the portrait of 2 
young lady, whom | never ſaw, has made ſuch 
an impreſſion on my heart, that till I find her, 
till ſhe's mine, your Prince muſt be unhappy ! 
Here, behold, examine; ſee if nature ever form'd 


any thing ſo lovely, altogether ſuch a combina- 
_ 
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tion of beauties ! Here, take it, Frederick, 1 | 
commit this precious picture to your care. ' Re- 
ply not: Fly, my friend; ſearch every where, 
and, if poſſible, find this. adorable woman, this 
charming unknown! Judge Seraphina, judge of 
my aſtoniſhment,, my grief, when I beheld 
theſe, theſe are the features that have caught the 
Prince's heart; there is the picture that he en · 
truſted to my care. (gives a picture.) 
© Flori, (Looks over Seraphina's ſhoulder) Lord, | 
Madam, this is your own picture! (V bile Sera- 
ina and Florina are looking at the picture, the 
Prince watches Seraphina's countenance, and Jpeaks 
apart 10 Frederick.) 

Prince. Frederick, I doubt her conſtancy : but | 

defire my attendants to be in readineſs. N 
[Exit Prederick. 

Sera. *Tis indeed mine; cha that my father 
had drawn about a month after my return from 
the convent, and which he loft a few me fol- 
lowing. 

Prince. And which fortune theew into the 
hands of the Prince; but inſtead of repaying 
his confidence with fidelity, inſtead of throwing 
myſelf at his feet and confeffing that I was bis 
rival, I endeavour'd to conceal” my embarraſt- 
ment, and turn his paſſion aſide; with a forc'd 
laugh I affected to rally his love for a perſon un- 
known ; and to cool his tranſport, urg'd that the 
picture might have flatter'd, that the original 
might not be living, that thoſe features per- 
haps never exiſted but in the painter's fancy. In 
ſhort,” my perfidious jealouſy left nothing unſaid 
that might prevent his curiolity from any further 
attempt to diſcover you. ns 

71. 
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Flori. (afide) You had little to do I thin. 
Prince. Mad with the fear of having my tre- 
ſure ſnatch'd from me, I flew to your father aud 
urg'd him to haſten our marriage; I ſummon d 
all my diſſimulation to maſter my auxiety before 
him; but when I approach'd your preſence, that 
unſuſpeQing innocence, that ait of frankneſs and 
ſincerity even triumph'd over your charms ; the 
tender and ingenuous joy you expreſs'd at ſeeing 
me, when heaven itſelf had deſign'd you for 4 
throne, confounded my intentions; I had no 
longer power to boy. wag the cruel conflidt that 
agitated my foul. You, lovely Seraphina, per- 
ceived my emotions; your kind ſolicitude has 
produced this explanation; there now remains 
no more for me but to quit your preſence, and 
for ever baniſh from your remembrance, my 
ſhame, my guilt, my confuſion, and my love. 

Flori. Ay do, go along, and ſend the” Prince 
to us. (ade) N 


* * 


Enter FRxDERIck. 


Fred. Sir, a courier is arrived from court: 
he ſays he was ordered to make extraordinary | 
haſte, as he comes to you with news of very 
great conſequence, 2b 

Prince. (affets much embarraſſment) News! 
heaven ! the Prince has not diſcover'd— 

Sera. Go, Frederick, ſce what His buſineſs is. 

Prince. (aſide) Aye; I ſee her love is extinguiſh'd. 
Oh Seraphina, I have nothing to hope, and fear 
the worſt. [Exeunt Prince and Frederick. 

Flori. Well, men are all foxes, ſo cunningand 
ſo falſe. Now wou'dn't any body in the world 

VOL. III. 47: have 
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15 kn, that this Don Frederick a 3 love was 


. ad after ſuch a proof. can, 1 doubt we 
ri of his love? © 
Flori. A pretty way of ſhewing fr. to deptive 
you of a crown] O fie] He ought 1 to be aſham'd 
7 himſelf, Dear Madam, at the firſt fig ht of 
the picture, a real lover would have cried out in a 
ttanſport of joy, © My Prince, I know it; that's 
e picture of Donna Seraphina de Quintana; ay, 
and not half ſo handſome as that beadtiful youn 
lady: Oh Sir, if you were but to ſee her ! Suc 
an air, ſuch a charming face! you'd declare, 
Sir, that not a woman in the world would ſo 
well become a throne,” There, Madam; that 
would be the Janguage of : a true lover. 
Sera. Ceaſe, Florina; my mind is tortur d 
with cruel reflections. 


— 


AIR Saru. 


My dawn of 22 bow bright, how gay! 
e zephyrs play'd around: 


dn heh Files goddeſs of the May, 
Came ſmiling on to cheer the day, i {442 
With roſeate chaplets crown'd:; -- 2 


Fho' morn and noon new joys beſtow, - 
While peace and love attend; | 
I be ſmiling landſcape changes now, 
—_ And fate alone can tell me how 
0 * 11: Pkg doubeful ee muſt end. 


Fri. What an ne what would ine be- 
come of you if he had concealed: his treachery till 
you had been married: to him? Dear mg I 
tremble to think of it. | 
Sera, Prythee, peace; no more of has” 


Pri. 
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Eri. You are right, madam; I'm wrong; tis 

with the glory that awaits you I ought to enter- 

tain you. You'll ſoon be a Princeſs ! after that 

you'll be a Queen, Charming, delightful, tranſ- + 
orting! the very thought gives extacy ! / 
Sera. Ah, Florina, you and I differ much in 
our opinion of happineſs. 


vorrr. 


Seserama. 


Sweet content can baniſh ſtrife, 

Smooth the 4 by paths of life, - / 
Bleſs with joys the Sylvan ſcene, 
1 happy, and ſerene! 


- Froktna. 


Youthful, ſprightly, blooming hope, 
_ Cries---Florina, ceaſe to mope! - _ ; 
Quit the lifeleſs grove and TO” 
Courts alone can pm yield? 4 


a 


1 


SERAPHIN A. 
Peaceful joys ! | 
FLORINA. 
Rattling naiſde·adei 
| SERAPHINA. | 
Morning bright ! 


FLORINA, 
Up all night! 


SERAPHINA. 
ö Waterfalls ! | 
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Give n me ho and ſome gallanting! j 


Born. : 


Thoſe a are the 3 joys of the 8ð 1 n Kine, 
Thoſe are the Joys « of che courtly' ſcene. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


a FLORINA. 172 
Bone and balls! 0 
Sanarnng. 5 9 
Shepherd's lutes ! © g\eatl 
4 F LORINA. 5 
Fiddles and flutes Fs 
b SERAPHINA. 0 0 My 
Give me love, and nothing's wanting? 
OE LORINA. 
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SCENE I. 
The aul ſide of Dow LzoroLD's Caſtle. 
Enter the Prince and F REDERICK. 

| Purrnce. 


Now, Frederick, now for the trial! and if 1 

rove my Seraphina's mind, as pure as her perſon 
1s charming, this day gives her my hand; and to- 
morrow, when preſented to the King, my father, 
her beauty and her virtue muſt jultiß⸗ my choice, 
_ give an added ſplendor to the court of Sara- 
golla. 3 | 

Fred. Behold my lord, ſhe comes, and her lit- 
tle governeſs' too—ah, her councils do no great 
ſer vice to her miſtreſs's cauſe. aff 


| Enter SERAPHINA and FLoRING; | 


Prince. Madam, I'm loſt, undone; you've now 
| ample 


— 
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ample revenge: a particular friend at Saragoſſa has 
given me notice that the Prince himſelf will be 
here in an hour. 

Sera. The Prince | 

Prince. Ves, my good, my royal maſter, hav- 
ing heard of my approaching marriage, ever ſoli- 
citous for my welfare and happineſs, and little 
ſuſpecting how much I've abus'd his confidence, 
has ſignified his pleaſure that he'll honour the 
ceremony with his auguſt preſence. 

Sera. What a ſtroke of fortune ! 5 

Flori. Ay, madam, who can ſay that fortune's 
blind, when ſhe has now hit the nail on 98 head 
ſo nicely : 2 ; 

Sera. To-day, do you may. Frederick: 5 1] 

Prince. This day, this hour; every moment I 
expect him ; drawn hither by his friendſhip for 
me, he forfakes the court, even at the time when 
a happy people rejoices at the day that gave birth 
to their Prince, and, as he imagines, to give me 
a more joyful ſurpriſe, I'm inform'd that he 
comes maſk'd, with a few ſelect friends, who 
attend him from the palace. 

Flori. Maſk'd |! what a pity . me dear, 
dear Prince, bow I do long to ſee bim! Aſide) 

. Sera. In the diſtreſs this accident has 5 5 
me, what can I ſay to alleviate your grief ? . You 
know, Frederick, my will depends upon a 8 
ther. | | 
Prince. Cats you, Madam. 

Sera. To him my duty obliges me to ſub- 
mit. 

Prince. Certainly, Madam, and no doubt but 
he has already ordered you to think of me no 


more. 


Sera, 
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Sera. Don Leopold loves me G ONE we have 
no reaſon to imagine but that hell order every 
thing for the beſt ; I'll go ſeek him, and imme- 
cw acquaint you with his determination. » 


3 "Paths up in Hora: 

Fred. (to Florina) wel, what's your opinion 
of this affair? 

Hlori. Preſently we'll ae you' with our 
determination. Hit. i 

Prince, There, Frederick! what think you 
now! ? 

Fred. As yet I cannot judge. 

Prince. Oh, I ſee plainly what I'm to expe! 
Yes, yes, ſhe's reſolv'd to reject me; and 
ſee with what art ſhe endeavoured to prepare 
for my di ſciſſion her father's determination! 
. mere excule for her caprice, and ſordid incon- 

ſtancy 3" 
Fred Nay, my Prince, my deareſt aſter, 
wait but a nite, before your opinion totally cba. 
demns her. 41 

Prince. No more, Frederick ! in vat 500 at! 
tempt her juſtification ; but I ſhall Have Ke plex: 
ſure of 9 her confuſion, when the comes 
to know me. Is my maſk and domin ready ? 
( Frederick bows) Ay, ay, to puniſh 'her' infide= 
lity, even if ſhe did love mein ſpite of the violence 
I do myſclf by ſuch a reſolution, by Heavens ſhe 
loſes me for ever. LE, 

Fred. Yes, I begin myſelf to think her con» 
ſtancy's a little ſhaken—oh, now we ſhall know 
more. | . 


5 * 


Prince, Confulion ! £ 


10 


Enter 
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Re-enter FLORINAs 4 
1 


Fei This is an unlucky accident for your 
maſter, young man 

Fred. Unlucky ! not a happier een in 
all Spain, if he can but ſecure the Prince's 5 8 
and keep your miſtreſs's heart. — — 

Flori. How do you mean keep her heart ? 

Fred. Why, if ſhe prefers him to the Prince. 

Flori. And how can you think 2 woman ca· 
pable of ſuch a folly? 

Fred. Folly ! 45 t ſhe confeſt to Don 0 
Tick that ſhe lov'd him? ( Florina ſuaps her fingers) 
| Nay, didn't you yourett tell me how much ſne 
lov'd him? _ 

Flori. Love! ha, bu ha! I like you for har! 
What a boy is your maſter to catch at ſuch a 
bubble; and what a fool are you to talk of it! A 

oung girl has fine notions of marriage, becauſe - 
it releaſes her from the convent; therefore, the 
firſt good match that offers, receives her appro- 
bation, but if a better than that good match 
ſhou'd after wards preſent itſelf, ſure that firſt appro- 
bation ſhou'd not be conſtrued into love. No ſuch 
thing, I tell you; and yet, you men exclaim, the 

rfidious woman ! the falſe fair one! the cruel 
creature! Now that's ſo unreaſonable, abſurd, 
and ridiculous of you! ha, ha, ha! 

Fred. So, women firſt love only to be married, 
and afterwards_hate for the very ſame reaſon! 
Ah! you are pretty toys indeed! and yet it is in 
the power of that alabaſter face of your's to turn 
the head of the wiſeſt flateſman in Europe. 

Flori. Oh heavens ! from that lamentable tone, 

one 
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one would imagine that your head was in ſome 
danger from my alabaſter face; oh! do alk ſo, 
and JEN h me; 5 make ine 3 


Fd Ale. Swicts | 


Quiek for a ſmile implore me: | 
- Your Goddeſs ſue! ' 
How odd to view 
Such charins, and not adore mel 
Tho? . may boaſt more merit, 13 
U neꝰer hit on i 
A pretty one, | 
Of more vivacity and ſpirit. 
PU rattle, Pl prattle, 
PI prattle, I'II rattle, 
Ye creatures! 
The toy for your money, 
My word ſweet as honey, 
80 1 roguiſh and funn on 
My features 
Gay bloom of © opening roſes, 
And thouſand fragrant poſies, 
Sly winking and blinking, 
= leering, and jeering, 
So arch all; 
For truſt me, when love's drum 
Beats come, come, come 
Hearts thumping, 
_ Jumping, 
e pacing, 
Youth racing, 
— hopping, 


None ſtopping, 
Ve march all 


Ha, ha, ha! oh, Lud 1 here comes Don Leo- 
pold. 


YoL. 11. | 30 Titer 
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Enter ho LzorotD. "THEO 


Flori. (Running to bin) Oh Sir! Sir ! Sir! 

Leop, Well, Sir! Sir! Sir! What the deuce 
is the matter with the girl ? 

| Flori. Have you ſeen * miſtreſs, Sir? Gd ſhe 
tell you, Sir? 

Teop Very odd! 
Flori. There, Sir! you find if you will not go 
to court, the court will come to you. 

Leop. Yes, I have heard of the retinue I am to 
expect under my roof, 

Flori. Yes, Sir, the Prince! the charming 
Trance | 

Leop. (To Frederick) Oh, where's your maſter ? 

Fred. Heaven knows, Sir; in his diſtracted 
ſtate of mind, a man cannot ſtay long in any one 
place. 

* Yes, his mind can't be very eaſy, I ſup- 
poſe. 

Fred. Why. Sir, do you think my maſter ſo 
very blameable ? 

Leop. Blameable! you'll ſee my friend, when 
the King's anger burſts upon him, that's all— 
you'll ſee—mark my words. now you will fee 
the extent of court gratitude. Go find him, 
friend. | 

Fred. 1 will, Sir: I don't know what to think 
of the old gen tleman. | [ Exit Frederick. 

Flori. But ſeriouſly now, Sir, don't be angry 
with me—now would you not be very much diſ- 
pleaſed if Don Frederick had married my mil- 
ticſs?—yes, yes, I ſee your heart beat, your 


checks glow, your eyes twinkle at the thoughts of 
having 
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having your daughter a queen; oh, dear Sir! all 
your grandſons will be little Princes. 
 Leep., Princes! their Grandfather's maxim is 
this; the greateſt monarch that ever lived, will 
find ſufficient glory in ſupporting properly the 
dignity of a man. N * obs 

Flor. Oh dear Sir! I have no patience! you 
that are as high in your notions as the beſt of 
them, ay, and as proud too as any Grandee in all 
Spain! Now Sir, confeſs: was not your ſole mo- 
tive for retiring from the court, becauſe you 
would not ſtoop and cringe: to thoſe that thqught _ 
themſelves above you ? but now, Sir, your pride 
will. be gratified ; inſtead of your making court 
to any body, every body will make court to you. 


Teueop. Girl, you are full of prate—go you to 
court: you are fit for no other place, juſt the 
thing, full of chat, with a vivacity that means 
nothing; you have. articulations, tones, words, 
but not a ſcruple of common ſenſe; made for a 
little ſelf-important court gadder, to dangle, friſk, 
and hop about like an impertinent huſſey as you 
are. | [they retire. 


Enter Pamen, (in Maſt and Domino) and 
FREDERICK, 


Prince. (Unmaſis) Frederick, I hope and 
dread the fatal moment; it is with reluctance 
put my Seraphina to this proof, which if I now 
decline, I feel that I ſhall ftill imagine there is 
ſomething leſt undone, that might have enſured. 
my laſting felicity. Vs. 398 
36 2 Fred. 
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Fred. Sir, as you have begun, finiſh your part 
with your wonted reſolution, = ' ee 
Prince. Now 1 aſſume my own perſon here; a 
maſk, I truſt, will alter my voice ſufficiently, as 
they ſuſpe& no deception—ſhe. comes! ve muſt 
not be ſeen together, [Frederick retires, 
Enter SERAPHINA. © 

Prince. (Puts on his maſk) Where is Frederick? 
but ] preſume this is his charming bride. (Ap- 
proaching io ſalute Seraphina, flops ſuddenly, affet- 
ang great ſurpriſe) What do I ſee! is it poſlible! 
Are you, Madam, the lady that Don Frederick 
is about to marry ? (Seraphina bows) the dear ori- 
ginal of the picture I gave to his care? Per- 
fidious traitor ! * Twas but yeſterday he undertook 
to find out the charming object, whoſe portrait 
captivated every ſenſe, and made an impreſſion on 
my heart never to be eraſe. 
Sera. Sir! Can J believe this? | 

Prince. Oh, Madam, do not doubt a paſſion 
the moſt tender and fincere, | | 

Sera. Sir, I ſhou'd have thought that the pur- 
ſuit of a great Prince, the heir of Arragon, would 
have taken a nobler courſe, than to ſeck an 
humble recluſe like me, and receive honor by 
conferring it, with his addreſſes, on ſome Prin- 
- ceſs, whoſe birth might dignify the throng that 
waits him; and whoſe alliance might extend 
his fame, and add ſtrength to the intereſt of his 
kingdom. | | 

Prince. Tis for ycu that throne's refery'd, 
which muſt receiye luſtre from your beauty. 
| Doubt- 
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Doubtleſs twas Providence that threw your pic- | 
ture in my way, that now ſent me hither in the 
very moment you were going to be loſt to me ſor 
ever! Heaven ordain'd you mine, and * jon 
conſent confirm its diſpenſation. | 

Sera. Sir, it would be an idle affectation in me, 
to plead inſenſibility to the merits of a Prince, ex- 
alted by his virtues, even FR the ſplendor of 
his birth. 

Prince. Amiable Lady a thouſand. thouſand 
thanks for this generous frankneſs ! But ſtop not 
there; oh, make me happy—declare that Fre- 
derick has not touch'd your heart, that you con- 
ſented to marry him without love as without re- 
pugnance, free from inclination, but as he was 
the choice of your father. 

Sera, The choice of my heart. 

Prince. Madam! 

Sera. There Frederick is enthron'd, never to 
be diſpoſſeſſed. 

Prince. Oh rapture ! (Ade) What, a ſubje& 

preferr'd to me? 
Sera. To worlds! I love him let that excuſe 
a diſobedience to my Prince, ſo foreign to my 
wiſh. 


AIR. —SERAPHINA. 


Ah, fond lover, ſooth thy anguiſh, 
Ceaſe to grieve, ah ceaſe to languiſh! 
Since with your's I'Il never part, 
Keep and treaſure up my heart ; 
Royal youth, ah ceaſe to woo me! 
Why with hopeleſs love purſue me ? 
Succeſs thy wiſhes crowning, 
Each tender vow diſowning, 
Tyrant faſhion love dethroning, 
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IT True to Frederick P11 prove, 8 
And reward his faithful love. $455 
' 1 


Suffer me, Sir, to retire, and acquaint my. fa. 
| ther, that you honour his caſtle with your pre. 
ſence, n 
Prince. One moment, Madam | 

Sera. In pity, Sir, do not force me to vio- 
late the reſpect that your rank demands; what 
can I ſay more? The inſtant 1 heard of your 
arrival, at my father's feet I implored bis pro- 
tection ; declar'd if he receded from his promiſe 
of my hand to Don Frederick, I'd ſhut myſelf 
from the world for ever. 5 

Prince. What, rather than renounce your 
lover, when a Prince ſues. 14 

Sera. Frederick's dearer to my ſoul than every 
earthly blefling ; his preſence imparts more joy 
to me than the poſſeſſion of crowns and ſceptr 
could beſtow. | Ls | 

Prince. (diſcovers bimſelf) And all too little 
to repay a love, ſo pure, ſo generous. ; 

Sera. What do 1 ſee ! Frederick! 

Prince. Behold the prince of Arragon ! who 
under the borrowed name of Frederick, beguiled 
you of your heart. | 


Enter ſeverally, Don LEOPOLD, FLoRinA, FRE» 
DERICK, and the Prince's attendants. 


There is the real Don Frederick. 

Leop. What's this? 

Prince. On my knees, Seraphina ! I ſolicit your 
hand, with all the extatic raptures of a lover, 
Don Leopold, I claim your promiſe. 

| Leop. My Lord, I came hither to repreſent to 


you my prior engagement to Don ET; rm 
EP ittle 


OR, THE PRINCE OF ARRAGON. 423 


little imagin'd *twas to a Prince I had pro- 
mis'd my daughter. 

Prince. I hope my being a Prince is no objec= 
tion ? | 
Hori. No, Mir) not the leaſt objettion. (curt- 

9 
2 Ha, ha, ha! the gil has ſpoke my 
thoughts, my Lord. 

Hori. Well, Madam, an't I right? for you 
know 1 faid all along that you * to have a 
Prince for your huſband ? 

Sera Yes, Florina; but if by your counſel I 
had rejected Don Frederick, I had probably loſt 
my prince for ever: 

Leop. My Lord, I muſt entreat your pardon - 
for ſome things I have ſaid, which, on recollec- 
tion, I think I might as well have left alone. 

Prince. No pardon without a penance, my 
good father-in-law ; and that is, to AECOMPLUY. 
us to the court. | 

Flori. To court! Oh,.P'll anſwer for my maſ⸗ 
ter, my Lord, and we'll all go to court. (curt- 
ſeys) | 

Leop. Will you? Ah, my dear Lord, it wou'd 
be a mortal reſtraint upon one of my age and 
humour. Peace, health, and an elbow chair, is 
ail that an old man ought to wiſh for, I muſt 
beg your Highneſſes indulgence to partake of the 
little amuſements that I had prepar'd to celebra'e 
your Birth day, and the wedding of my daughter. 

Prince. I am honor'd by the affection of ſuch 
a father; and every monarch muſt eſteem the 
loyalty of ſuch a ſubject. | 
Lech. 
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Leop. Frank and free as I am, Tam true and 
loyal, Sir. I honour you, and love my Seraphi- 
na; and ſuch is your virtue, ſuch your filial af- 
fection, that I am ſure you will join in the wiſh, 
with which I commence our feſtival. | _. 

Prince. Expreſs your wiſh, and be affur'd of 
our concurrence. ; W 
 Leop. May the preſent great and good poſſeſ- 
ſor of the throne, and his amiable conſort, reign 
ſor many, many years, the delight of his family, 
and a bleſſing to his People. . 


1 Men and Female attendants. 
FINALE. 


Fail, happy people, now rejoice! 
Sweet viols tune, exalt your voice ! 
And ſwell the choral lay: 
Fame cries, behold, a Prince is born! 
Then hail the fair auſpicious morn ! 
And bleſs his natal day ! 


CHORUS or WOMEN. 


Our blooming hope, our infant roſe, 
In all its promis'd glory blows, 
Our joy, our pride confeſs'd'!' 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Fame cries, &c. 


Hail! gracious, Royal, happy pair, 
Hail, happy kingdom, Royal heir, 
Be ever, ever bleſs'd! 
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Hail! happy people, now rejoice! - 
Sweet viols tune, exalt your voice! 

And ſwell the choral lay: 3 14 
Fame cries, behold, a Prince is born! - 
Then hail the fair auſpicious morn !_ 

And bleſs his natal day ! 


2 . 1 
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; THE END. 
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IN TWO ACT 


PERFORMED AT THE 


THEATRE-ROYAL, HAY-MAREET. 


IN 1785. 


Q 


| 
| 


DRAMATIS PERSON, ' 


4 j 


oy 


Codger, A IE? Fairs Mr. paxsons. 
Horace, — — — — Mr. BAN NISTER, Jun. 


| Coſey, eee Mr. BADDELEY. 
Corny Buttercup, 600000005600 * Mr. Epwin.- | 


Scout, ....c0eee05+00000000e000 Mr. R. PALMER: 
Tweedle, 4 . . . . .be. Mr. SWORDS. 
Barnavag. . . ... .. . . . .. Mr. BARRET. 
Young Barna vag. . . .. ... Mr. WILLIAMSON. 
James, . . . . ... . . .. .. „ Mr. THOMPSON, 


Mrs. Mummery, .. . ..... Mrs. WE BB. 
Nancy Buttercup, . . .... Mrs. WELLS, 
Mrs. Neighbourly. . . ..... Mrs. Lo vz. 
Miſs Barnavag, . .. . . .... Mrs. BLURTON, 


— . — — 


SCENE, London. 


— 
- 


i e, rn TR ON 
- SCENE I. 
A Room in Copozk's. 
Enter CoboER and JAMES. 
Cobokx. 


VS, but why didn't you go? | N 

James. Sir I thought as Corny went, there 
was no occaſion for two of us to leave the 
houſe. | 55 ILY} 

Codger. Corny !—but' why ſend Corny upon 
ſuch buſineſs—a country fellow ſcarce a fortnight 
yet in town go about with meſſage cards—where's 
the butler ?—where's Coley :—1 proteſt I am ex- 
ceedingly angry at this. Te 

James. Sir, it's none of our faults, Corny 
wou'd go, and you know his ſiſter Mrs. 
Nancy told us before your face, that 'twas ns 

much 
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much as our place was worth to wy a word ts 
him. 

Coager. (afiae) Sweet little Nancy 2 how 

my heart bounc'd at her very name — Well James ; 
you were Tight if Nancy bid you. 

James. Yes Sir, but her brother domineers 


; over the family at ſuch a rate—Very hard Sir 


for a parcel of ſervants to be under the controul 
of ſuch an ignorant fellow as that. 

© Coager. T'il have no grumbling James—do as 
Nancy bids you. [Exit James. 
How the world wou'd laugh at me if they did 
but know of my falling in love with this girl, 2 
poor country j{ervant wench that I took from a 
regiſter office, and her brether, this Corny. a 
curſed aukward ruſtic; every inſtant I ſuffer 
ſome inconveniencies from his unaccountable 
abſurdities, but I pleaſe myſelf and hurt nobody, 
—ſtay—my nephew Horace—but he's a profli- 
gate unworthy of my favour. (a loud and long 
knocking without. Codper calls at the fide) Stop Coley 
James—James—Bleſs me, ſome great body, and 
Pm in a ſtrange diſhabille. 


Enter Jams: 


James who is it ? 
James. It's only Corny Sir. 


Enter CokRN . 


Corny. Yes Sir, it's only I, 

Coager. What the devil was it you that gave 
that thunder at the door ? 

Corny. Yes Sir, wasn't it a very good one ?—As 
I've got this new trade of a footman, 1 was prac 
| ticing a rat, tat, tat, tat. 


Codger. 
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Codger: That was a rat, tat, tat, tat. 


Corny. Why Lord Sir, don't be angrys I made . 


s much noiſe as | con'd, - 

Codger. Oh very well—ſo you, have been. 
Corny. Ves Sir, the day look'd ſo fine, l thought 
1 might as well go take a walk. 

- Coager. Take a walk — Wasn't you 4 livering 
the meſſage cards? 

Cerm. Ods bobs if I ever thought. O 'them, 


but I'll do it now—better late than never. (gives 


cards) There I deliver . one o' them to your 

honour. 

Coager. Deliver em to me Oh you blunder- 
ing dog. 

Corny. (turns and looks at James) Hem Hor 
dare you ſtand and liſten to our converſation 
Is that your manners and bedamn'd to you? 

Codger. Retire James, 

Corny. Retire James. [Exit e 
Now if your honour won't be angry I'll tell you 
—the grand thing that brought me out.—Oh 
ſuch wonders as I've bin looking at—I law—the 
corner o'the Hay-market.— 

Codger. You ſaw the corner o'the Hiy-maket 

Corny. All the outlandiſh bealtes and foreign 
fowls. _ 

Codger. Oh that's what you've been at—Well 
Corney always tell truth, but now forget your 
wildfowls. 

Cerny. Oh the Lagard but then yy w_ 
greſs is ſuch a fine beaſteſs. | 

Codger. Corny, your * Nancy ls in my 

eyes a charming 

Corny. A charming brute 

Codger. She excels in beauty 

Corny. The Catamountain. 


Codger. 
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Coager. At leaſt 1 admire her more than— 
bY The Opoſſum. 


Codger. As you hope for my Gs I expect 
your intereſt with * therefore my lad * her 


that I am 
Corny. A dromedary 
er. You'll tell + that I'm a dromedary!— 


No incline her to liſten to my paſſion. 


Corny. Sir, She'll never liſten to you if you f 
get into a paſſion—I know Nan. 

Codger. My love blockhead. 

Corny. Oh 1 know that t00—love ! the porcu- 
pine. 

Cuager. Tell her it's in my power to give her 
all the pleaſure in this word. 

Corm. Sir, if I do ſhe won't. believe me. He, 

he, he! | 

Codger. That I'm ſo good I 4 ber nothing. 

Corm. Ves Sir, ſhe knows yo're good for nothing. 

"> Cadets: Huſh, tell her that I'm generous, age 
kind and worthy. 

Corny. Well Sir, to oblige you, I don't care 
how many lies I tell her. He, he, he! There's 
one thing I know will pleaſe ſiſter mortiſhly. 

Codger. What—what my good lad ? 

Corny. Ever ſince ſhe com d up in the baſket. 
of the Abingdon fly, ſhe's a woundy deſire to 
ride in the inlide of a coach, and I ſhall be glad 
of Thomas's place, for I'm ſure I'm a main good 
coachman. 

Codger. Why did you ever drive a pair of 
horſes ? 

Corny. A pair —ay that I did—ſix. 

Codger. Drive fix horſes ? 

Corny. Yes, often in a waggon. 

Codger. * ha, ha 


* 
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So I'll on. with Thomas's livery he's left | 
behind, and try my hand, and hanſel it with giv- 
ing filter Nan a jaunt round Caven diſh ſquare. 
Gee up ! Bonny ! If your honour goe: to the win- 
dow, you'll fee how nice I'll tickle them up. 
Gee up! waithehay + Exit —_ 
Scout. (without) Well you'll ſoon. ſee who I 
belong to. | 

Codger. Eh, isn't that Scout my reprobate ne- 
phew's man.—- What has the villain quitted col- 
lege without my leave !—l will not fee him I'm 

lolv'd—Coſey ſhall give him his diſmiſſion. 

| [Exit Coager. 


Eater Seour with a pirtmantedt and piſtols, which 
be throws on the table, James following. 


Yamer. Why that may be, but who, or what 


ſhall I ſay ? 
Scont. Go, go, ſcour your knives, and that's 


all you have to do. 
James. Well, if you won't tell me either your 


meſſage or your buſineſs— 
Scout. Oh we've our old butler al | ſee. (Jook- 


ing out) 


Enter Cosv. 


Coſey. James have you nothing to do? 
Scout. Did'nt I bid you go ſcour your knives ? 


[ Exit James. 
Coſey. (ting at Scout) Hey ! 
Scout. Do you forget me — Coſey? 
Coſey. Scout !—you ſcapegrace! Oh your 
young maſter's come fromOxford, Eh ? 
VOL, 111, 3 1 * . Scout. 
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| ass Ves, we're come home. 55 
Coſey. You're not, no home for you here, 
. Scout, No! 

| Coey. Huſh. (/ooks bow with circumſpeition) 
Our houſe here 1s not our houſe now—Changes, 
\, —your maſter—poor Horace—undone—ah— 
| you're dry-—never knew you better—Oh if you 
muſt have it—Come—this way. 


[ Exeunt Coſey and Scout, 


Enter Honk Acx. 


Hor. To judge by his door, uncle Codger 
keeps open hou e—lf he ſhou'd have heard more 
than old gentlemen ought to hear of young gen- 
tlemen, I'min a thriving way, without a guinea, 
and no hopes but on his favour—l1 dread to fee 
him— I wiſh the ice was broke—Oh Scout is 
come—Why has he left the portmanteau here— 
I' try and ſneak up to my room, and con over 
my penitentials for nuncle. 


Enter Scout. 


Scout, have you ſeen the old one? Come and 
get off my boots. (in a low tone) 

Scout, Don't bein a Wy Sir—you've a a jour- 
ney before you. 8 

Hor. What is the pupp y at ? 

Scout. Sir, I gueſs'd what wou'd become of 
your laſt ſcamper from Oxtord—your uncle has 
heard of all our frolics. 

Hor. The devil! 

Scout. All out Sir, your excurſion to Abing- 
don —and acting Captain Plume in the barn. 

Hor. What, and perhaps my affqir with N my 
Buctercup F-: 

Scout. 
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Scout.” Every nn 

Hor. Who cou'd have: told Mat Why! the 
and every body in the village thought me no 
other than Mr. Tinſel the ſtrolling player. 

- Scout. I don't know Sir, but ſome unlucky 
little bird has whiſper'd him all—Hewon'tſec you, 
 ſoyou're undone—and for me to live with you, 1 


ſtarve leave you, I'm out of bread for known 


to have been your humble ſervant, Pve —_— loſt 
my character. | 
Hor. Not ſee me! amidſt the extreme of his 
anger at my extravagancies, a good natur'd re- 
collection of the follies of his own youth, gene- 
rally inclin'd him to pardon thoſe of mine! 
There muſt be ſomething” extraordinary. 
Scout, There is indeed, and very extraordinary. 
i've got it all out of old Coſey —lt ſeems the 
ſparkling eyes of 2 roſy-cbeek'd country girl, 
that your uncle took in quality of a houſe- maid, 
has light up the dying embers of his -amoious 
paſſions, and now our quondam mop-ſwinger, 
has got mid-way between Ducheſs and dairy- 
maid, by the auxiliary aid of muſic and dancing- 
maſters, Olympian dew, and a blackmoor bar- 
ber, and a brother of her's here in the family, an 
honeſt carter at bis own home, on the preſumption 
of his ſiſter's aſcendancy over your uncle, is 
making tuch a rapid progreſs to gentility—ſuch a 
Hector !—that the maſter ſeems an upper — 
in his own houſe. _ - 71 
Her. My uncle not ſee me. . (runs tos bl an 
rings violently.) Sk 
194 f 4 1 , 
Enter Coskr. eee 


Cc 


So, how &'ye do Mr. Coley ? 27 712d 
1 Co ſey. 


— —— — 


F 
we... oo 


436 A BEGGAR ON HORSEBACK. 


Coſey. (in a low tone) My dear, ie: young | 
maſter. (loud) Here's rioging er er 
houſe down. 

. 1s my uncle within ) Aeg 
Coſey. No Sir; he's not withia at preſent. (in 

4 ab tone wan and ee He's in the back 

parlour. - iat Nen 

Hor. Arquaint bim with: my arrival.” 

Coſey. 1 thall Sir when he comes in. (bud): | 

Hor. Why it's only Juſt now I've been told 
he's in the back parlour. ©: 

Coſey. (loud) Hoon my eons I don't tel you 
a lie Sir; (in 4 let lone) except by ui order. 

Hor. Come, come, I know he's at home. : 


Enter Copgis. FREIE 


1 Sirrah I am not at home. 
There Sir, ſince you won't believe ms, 
you! "a my maſter's'own word for it. f Exth. 

Codger. How have you the impudence to look 
me in the face? 

Har. Sir, this is a cis didn'r nexpatt | 

Codger. I fuppole. ot, but PF've heard of 1 
8 tricks. 

Hor. Sir, whatever you've heard to my difad- 
vantage, the progreſs I've made 1 in my ſtudies 1 
hope will convince . "br | 

Coager. Progreſs! - | 

Hor. Yes Sir, I think I've got n * if 
you expect more I've heard . yourſelf ſay that 
you didn't return from college quite a conjurer. 

Codger. No, not a bottle-conjuror like you 
I've heard of your Athenian {ympokiaques—your 
ſupper philoſophy. , 

Hor. Sir, this is a character that 1 really do not 
deſerve. 


| Cods er. 
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| Codper, Character l ay, you nad great tegard to 
chain ers when you turned ſtage player. 

Hor. My acting, Sir, was only among a few 
young gentlemen, for the, benefit of « Giſtreſſed 
family. A 

Codger. Amazing coodref Lak 1 foppole burns 
your wonderful charity that pramptec you to ruin 
the poor farmer's daughter. 

Hor. Ah, Sir, I fee my college. life a been 
inted to vou in the moſt glaring colours. = 

Codger. Didn't you run in debt in every tavern 
hen arreſted didn't you break the atturney's 
head—didn't you fell the furniture of your rooms, 
and on a ſhilling diſpute throw the ARS out of 
the window ? 

Hor. Did I do all this? (2 Scout) 

Scout. No, Sir, not above half of it. 

Hor. Oh, but perhaps, Sir, it's your convenient 
houſemaid has whiſpered theſe amuling flams in 
you ear, to make way for my little couſins, that 
ſhe intends to preſent you with, ha, ha, ha, PL 
come and taſte the cawdle. | 

Cedger. Here's gratitude, this my thanks for 
breeding you up from a little curly headed raſcal, 
when your whole inheritance cou'dn't purchaſe a 
ſaucepan of pap. 

Hor.' Sir, you have been kind, and I know you 
will have the gocdneſs—— 

Codger. I have no etal you. be good 

enough to go out of my houſe. 
40 Hor. Without money ? 289 

Codger. Lord boy, there's money enough with- 
outſide of theſe doors. 

Hor. Oh, very well, Sir; by heavens I'll go on 
the ſtage and diſeraceyour tamily—I'll turn pl ayer, 

Cooger, Well Exit Mr. Player, 1 

*. 


| 
j 
| 
: 
| 
| 


[- 
| 
| 
| 
? 
| 
: 
| 
| 
| 
| 


n AR ON HORSEBACK. 


Hor. Or—l have i it—yes, I'll make a tremend- x 


- ous exit; (takes a piſtol off the table, which he gives 


to Coager) Sir, be ſo obliging as to thoor that man. 


(eint ing 10 Scout) 


Scout. Shoot me lord, Sir, why would you 
bid any body do that to any body. (terrified) _ 

Hor. Pll 0 I did it myſelf, and by an ignomi- 
nious, though guiltleſs death, ſtigmatize my fa- 
mily with eternal infamy. 

Codger. Here's a deſperate villain ! you James ! 


Corny, here's a ruffianly nee out o' my 
houſe. 8 


Enter err. 


Cyoſcy. Did your honour call me? 

Codger. Get away, get away. (70 Horace) Shew 
him out— I'll hear no more, go— go 

 [Exeunt Horace, Scout, and Codger, ſeverally. 

' Coſey. Poor nephew, fooliſh uncle, pretty Nancy 
—coaxing .doxy — her b. other. Corny impudent 
bumpkin. 

Corny. (wirbelt) Ay, 2 let who vil drive for 
me. 

Coſey. Eh, the very clown. 

Enter Corny i in coachman's livery, 77 

Hey what now Corny? 

cy. Ab, maſter Coſey, I'm ſick of this coach. 
man's trade already. 

Cofey. What like your old cart and waggon 
driving better ? 

Corny. Yes, much handier at the . | 
vp! look. ( ſhews bis coat) 

Coſey. A quarelſome dog has a dirty coat. | 

Corny. Quarrel ?—he, he, he! No, Ill tell you, 
you know his old honor ſeeing as how that I took 


2 82 5 to be coachman, was quite agreeable, ſo 


tO 
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to hanſel my new place, I thought I might begin 

with giving ſiſter Nan a jaunt, and to do thingy 
handy, I leads the horſes up to the door by their 
very ears, but hitching the axletree of the hind 
wheel upon a poſtes, and ſiſter ſtanding on the 
ſtep ſo grand, flap goes a bitof mud in her eye— 
this was lucky, though ſhe was mortiſhly difcom- 
fronted at it, as it gave tine for me by main 
ſtrength of back, to ſer the carriage even well, 
in bounces Nan, and ſmack goes the door u 


her fingers--( /qualls) but what brought em there? 


— Well, now to mount the box—up I puts my 
foot on the top o' the little wheel, and catching - 
hold o' the braſs lion's paw that hung at the corner 
of that hairy hammer-cloth—away it comes with 
me, and down cumbles I upon my back —ſeeing 
the folks all around lauging at a woundy rate, up 
I jumps, gives a chuck to the rein, and a ſtamp on 
the foot-board, and was juſt ſpanking off, when 
poor Nan in a hurry to tell me that Id left my 
wig under the wheel, forgetting that the window 
was up, pops her head through the coach glaſs. 
Co/ey. Coach glaſs !—a bad job! 
Corny. Yes, ſhe ſcratch'd her forchead a few, 
and found herſelf ſoaimberſome, that out jumps 
ſhe, and down comes I—ſo there ended her jaunt- 
ing and my coach driving. a 9 
Coſey. Well, now you've had a trial at the box, 
will you get up _=_ behind the coach? 
Corny. What, footman after being coachman ! 
No that's advancing back in the world. 
Ceſcy. Well, and pray Mr. Corny what place do 
you chooſe next in the family. 18 


Corny. Let's ſee— I'll be hats the gardener's 
wages? N | | | 
- Cofey, 


\ 
[ 
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- -Cofey. I think Maſter dire Mir. Bulbous al 


| guincas a year, | if 


Corny. I'll be gardener. 
Co. Why there's nothing to do here in town 


ſot a gardener. 
A, Fifty guineas and nothing to 5 


very place I want—aſk it for me of maiſter. 
Coſey. 1 will, if only to ſee how far the old 
gentleman s dotage will carry him. (a Engcking : 


without) There's ſomebody at the door. (At) 
Corny. I believe there is (itt) 
Cofe ey. (taking a' pinch ef nuf) I wiſh they'd 
n it. 
Corny. (taking a pinch out of Coſey's box) I wiſh 
they would. 
| Codper.. (without) No body open the door 
why Coley! | 
Cofey. i m here Sir. 
Codger. Corny! 
Cormy I in here Sir. (they fit ſtill) Maſter Coley ? 
Co/ey. Well? 

Coray. Is your ſiſter ſuch a very pretty girl ? 
Co/ey. Me—I've no ſiſter, nor ever had, 
Corny. Then my good old butler, as you haven't 
got no pretty girl a ſiſter, you'd as good ep 

down ſtairs and open the door. A 
Codger. (without) James, Corny, Coley ! is 
there no ſcoundrel to anſwer? 


OP. Yes, its the butler here was CANS} 
Enter CopokR. 


 Codper. I hope Nancy isn't hurt, there's her 


dancing maſter below—I deſire and command you 


Coſey, never to let my nephew Horace into this 


houſe. 
Enter 
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Enter Nax ev. 


Nancy. Don t==don'r be angry, 8 —10 didit 

think 7 glaſs had been up. ä 

' Codger. Angry, my dear ! yes, I am angry with 
that Dolt, your brother; but ſhew me your pretty 
forehead—Oh, no harm to the alabaſter. 

Corny. Oh ho! theold one is in his loving fit— 
(apart to Nancy) Kiſs him, Nanny. 

Nancy. I wiſh you'd let Nanny alone. 

Corny. Now's the nick to puſh my forten. (aſide) 
Speak to maiſter-for the place for me. N to 

vey) 
| Cofey, Sir, honeſt Corny here, not finding 
himſelf quite eaſy on the coach box, humbly wiſhes | 
to change with 

Codger. Hey! what the deuce will he have 
now ? 

Coſey. He'd be glad you'd make him 

Corny. Yes, Sir, I'd be glad you'd make me 
Butler. 

Coſey. (Surpriſed) What is it my place you 
want? 

Corny. Any body's place, ſo it be a good one. 
Nancy. Why brother ! | | 
Codger. Hey, then 1 ſuppoſe you'll want my 
place bye and bye? 

Corny. 'Yours—Why your honor, I had a fort 
of a worthipful wheezing this morning, and LI 
feel this moment a very gentleman-like twinge in 
my great toe, but whether that's the gout or a 
corn, depends entirely upon your honor's love 
for ſiſter Nan. 

Nancy. I vow, brother, you grow ſo prod and 
troubleſome there's no bearing with you.” 

VOL, 111. 3 7 Corny. 
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Corny. Maiſter Coſey, I want the keys of the 
cellar and plate. | 

Codger. Pſha—ridiculous—Go, you fooliſh 
fellow, and mind your buſineſs. 

Cos ny. Oh, very well, 11 m ridiculous Nan, 
pack up your caps, the Abingdon coach ſets out 
to-morrow at five in the morning. 

Nancy. Ivow, aa if I know what to make. 
of you. | 

Corny. Make a butler of me, and hold your 

prate. 

Codger. Bleſs my body if I know how. to 
muſtn't part with the us tho” (aſide) Coley, - 
never mind the fooliſh. tellow—give him—give 
him the keys. (part zo Coſey) -© 

Coſey. What, Sir, wou'd you diſcard an old, 
faithful ſervant for— 

Codger. Pſha! now you're going to vex me too 
—to ſet your wit againſt a blockhead like that. 
(apar! to Coſey) 

Corny. Nan, where's your box? 

Codger. You filly man, your ſiſter is well, and 
let her remain ſo. 

Corny. Am I butler? 

Codger. Ay you're any thing—every. thing 
(aide) I wiſh you were at the Devil, and your 
ſiſter in my arms. 

Corny. Come, I'll firſt ſee the ſtate of the wine 
cellar, and with à big bottle I'll knock down old 
Coley, by inch of candle in a hoop. 

[ Exeunt — and Coſey... 
Codger. Well, my ſweet Nancy, don't I prove 
my great love for you in ſuffering your brother, to, , 
go ſuch lengths, and turn my family toply turvy. 

Nancy. Indeed, Su, I'm aſham'd of him, yet 
I'm afegid to ſpeak or contradict him from a * 
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he was always a Turk over me and my little ſiſter, 
and if we dared to look crooked, he'd thump us 
about fo— 

 Codger. Only for you, my darling, I'4 thump 
him ont ofthe houſe, 

Nancy. I grant, Sir, you 're very good to me, 
but J wiſh you had let me remain as I was—T don't 
know what to do—your indulgence has quite 
Tpoil'd me for a ſervant, and for any thing elſe— 
*ah! no, no, no. 

Codger. Ah, you arch wag 

Nancy. Indeed Sir, I'm not a wag; I am not 
indeed, Sir, and I can tell you Sir, for all 'm fo 
much oblig'd to you, that it's all loſt time your 
doddling about me, for it won't do. 

Codger. Come, don't play the Turk like your 
brother. 

Nancy. But what ſignifies all this conxing— 
wou'd you marry me, Sir? 

Codger. Ay, that I wou'd, 

Nancy, But will you? FR 
8 Codger, You have indeed my will, Nays 

ut— 

Nancy. Don' t give yourſelf the trouble of re- 
fuſing me, for I never will marry, except—(weeps, 
but endeavours to conceal ber tears) I beg your par- 
don, Sir. 
 Codger, What's the matter, my love? if Ive. 
ſaid any thing to offend you, [ beg you a thouſand 
pardons, 

Nancy. No Sir, its only a thought that comes 
acroſs me now and then—there Sir, it's over. 

Codger. My dear, have ſome lavender, or 
you'd beſt have a thimble full of wine—your ſpi- 
rits are quite down, my ſweerting. 


3 2 Enter 
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Enter Corwv.: 


Corny | I'd be glad to know, Sir, „dich is old 
red port, or butter'd ale, the beſt cure for the 


FI gout. 


Nancy. What a droll boy 'tis—ha, ha! he, he 
—oh—(between laughing and crying) 

Codger. Hey, now ſhe's laughing—oh, Tu ſave 
my lavender drops, ſince his red port bas done 
the buſineſs. f 


Enter Jams. 


James. Mrs. Nancy, there the dancing maſter 
has waited ſo long, he ſays he'll charge you a 
double leſſon. 

- - Codger. Let him—but the puppy, how dare he 
Grad up ſuch a De e r for your cotillons. 
Tol, lol lol. 

Cor. Dance up to maiſter, Nanny—Tol lol. 
lol —Ah, Sir, if you were but to fee ſiſter foot 
it in our "Ga at home, ſhe's ſo humourſome when 
I touch the Jew's Harp 

Nancy. Why biother— 

Cocger. | he Jew's Harp! Come, my Jiamodd, 
that only wants poliſhing—Art ſhall finiſh what 
Nature has begun. | Exit Codger, leading Nancy. 

Cor ny. Tol lol lol.—If he charges Sale he 
ſhall bruſh vp my hernpipe; and then I'Il go {ce 
the larned pig, and other ſuch nice affairs. 


AIR.— 


21 
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AIR.—Convr. 


Who wou'd not up to London come, 
To ſee ſuch pretty ſights ? 


A little Hare to beat a Drum, 


And other-ſtrange delights. 


Two Mares a graceful minuet prance, 


It's ſure moſt monſtrous rig, 
To ſee the Dogs and Turkies dance, 
And next the larned Pig. 


To walk and fly their hoofs and wings, 
Did Birds and Beaſts once uſe; 

But Aſtley now knows better things, 
And ſo does Maſter Hughes. 

And man on earth no longer crawls, 
Can Eagles ſoar much higher ? 

Young Ladies now ſkip over Pauls, 

Each Damſel a High-flyer, 


Mayhap ſome cunning Man may try, 


Our humour not to baulk, 
To teach a Salmon how to fly, 
And Lobſters how to talk : / 
The Lion bold to bill and coo, 
The Pidgeon how to roar ; 
Since Beaſts have learn'd to go on two, 
Teach us to go on four. 


EXD OF THE FIRST ACT, 


'% 
* * 
* 


Ex. 
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A Room in Cobokk's. 5 


Enter Cosxy with Chocolate, and Neu ſpapers, 
which he lays on a Table, ves goes to à door, and 
liſtens. 255 


Coskx. 


Eu ! I fancy maſter's gone to bed again. 
Coapger. (from within) Who's there? 
Cofey. It's I, Sir, with your e and the 


papers. 


Enter Canon; in morning gown and cap. 


Codger. Oh, Coley, i is that you—pray has my 
nephew Horace, atteinpted an entry here ſince? 
Coſey. No, poor youth—well, Sir, were I a 
entleman and uncle to ſuch a nephew, ah—— 
Codger. Why faith, Coſey, I begin to ſuſpect 
that I've been rather too harſh with the lad. 


Coſey. Suſpect! you may be ſure of it, Sir. 
Codger. 
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er. Well, well, we ſhall think about that 
ye hear, don't let that Corry. come near mes 

> is he about now? © - 

Coſey... Sir, he 's practiſing his new.  butlerſhi at 
e 
Codger. Butlerſhip/! ha, ha, ha well, and how» 
| does the devil come on? 

Chſey. Oh, pretty well, Sir, he has only broke. 
two or three dozen of glaſſes as 

Codger. Bleſs my body how Ralf L get rid of 
him ? but ſor his ſiſter Nancy, ſend her hither, 
tell her I want to hear her begin with Mr. Twee-- 
die her new muſic maſter. [ goes in. 
Cioſey. Mufic ! well ſaid, Nancy Buttercup, but 
ſhe's a pretty little girl, and but for the inſolence 
of Chucklchead, her brother, we ſhou'd e 


joice in her good fortune. 


Enter Corny. . 


Corny.. What have you been doing here, Eh? 

Caſey. Leaving my malter's chewing if it be 
no offence. 

Corny. Leaving chocolate hem! I believe that 
belongs to the Butler's place, and if ſo, twas ve- 
ry great fence. 

Caſey. Time enough for you to put on butler 
when you get out of livery, Maſter Corny. 

Corny. Get you out o' room, Maiſter Coley. 

Cofey. Why if 'twas no more than my being the 
elder, you might be at leaſt civil. 

Corny. True, but as I am the ſtronger, I'll be 
uncivil —Get out. ( puſhes. Coſey off ) Throw my 
livery in my teeth! though if our old maſter-- 
Codger marries ſiſter — as I'm ſure be wull, 


—_ lame yu does: no great credit to either he 
or 


— — — — — — ed - — — 2 
. 
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or ſhe... Eh here's a ſuit of his Honor's-cloaths, 
Lord help him, he has clothes enough. (rakes 
clothes off a horſe) Oh they ſhall go on-<I dare 


ſay he'll take a great pride in me; and then ſuch 


reſpect as I ſhall command from the ſarvants 
and here too is his breakfaſt waiting. (empties the 


chocolate into @ baſon) I'll make it ready for him, 

or old fellow | (puts in ſugar) I fear I've made 
it too ſweet. (drinks) No, it's not ſweet enough. 
(puts in more ſupar then drinks) A little more 
milk. (pours in milk) Let's try. (drinks it of) 
Now *twill do very well. | Exit with the clatbs. 


Ent er NANCY. 


Nancy. I believe there was never ſuch a poor 


unfortunate girl as-I am, rob'd of my heart by 
a cruel dear deceiver that I ſhall never, no, I 
mall never ſee Mr, Tinſel again; and here con- 


ſtantly teaz'd by one that I never can love, 
though gratitude forbids me to hate him : I will 


not ſtay ; but if the advertiſement I put into the 


newſpaper procures me another- place, I ſhall be 
at leaſt freed from my brother's domineering, 


and my old gentleman's addrefles—oh here's the 
newſpapers, dear let's, ſee, is my advertiſement” 


in; ay here's the Times. (looking over the paper) 


1 hope it bids the enquiry to be made at my couſin 


Mrs. Neighbourly's, in Oxford- ſtreet. Wanted 
© 'wanted—wants, wants, wants, wants, wants,” oh, 


what a deal of wants there are in this world==yes, - 


indeed here it is, ſtay. (reads) “ Wants a Place, 


« a genteel young woman,” genteel, ay that I 


certainly am, © of agreeable manners, I'm ſure 
I'm as civil as I can be to every ſoul in the houſe, 


from my maſter down to our footboy ; * not 


unaccom- 
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unaccompliſhed,” I can play three leſſons on the 
harpſichord without book; beſides now I can go 
through the whole gammut on the new · faſhionꝰd 
Piano-forte Guittar: * ſhe is capable of ſuperin- 
tending a family where there is no miſtreſs, 
pleaſe to enquire for A. B. at the Hog-in-Pound, 


Oxford-ſtreet.”—very well A. B. that's right, | 


Anne Buttercup, I'll run up there to ſee if any 
body has enquired. My brother! lord what has 
he been doing to himſelf he 


Re-enter Corn Y, in Codger's oaths. 


Corry. Siſter Nan, he, he, bel! look at . he, 


he, he ! ſmart as 2 carrot. | 
Nancy. W hat figure is this you are ? 
Corm. I'm the figure of 1, won't be a cypher 
no more.—Got out of livery, now I'm butler 


a ſuit of maſter's. 
Nancy. Has he left off ſuch good cloaths? 


— Ves, he left em off laſt night as he was 


going to bed. 

Nancy. Has he given 'em to yon? 

Corny. Not yet, but I intend to aſk them of 
him—Siſter Nan, don't I look monſtrous well? 
I'm fure I do, for 'you know my ſweetheart, 
Dolly Dogroſe, that there Whitſun-monday faid 
I Jook'd very like you ſiſter Nanny. 

| Nancy. I'm little obliged to Dolly Dogroſe, you 


may be like me, but I'm fure and ſartin, Corny, 


I'm not like you nor never was; no, not fo bad 
as that neither, 

Corny. Now how d'ye . now how d'ye 
know pray ? you know Dolly tried her cap — 
me, but did you ever ſee yourſelf in a wig? 

vol. 11, 3 * Nangy. 
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Nancy. Ah, go along with yourſelf and yoor 
compariſons, ' 

Corny. Nanny, look, don't you think I'd make 
a compleat Member of Parliament? od I ſhould 
like to take houſe and follow'that buſineſs.” + 
Nancy. Buſineſs !, ha, ha, ha! ſuch an igno- 
rant— (ade) Houſe | and 1 ſuppoſe write over 
your door, Corny Buttercup, Member of a 
liament. 

Corny. Yes, and I'd have all the great folks to 
deal with me, once I find out ve che gift 
of the tongue. 

Nancy. (Going to the table) "A chbke them 

that drank up my maſter's chocolate. 
Corny. Now you'd as good ſay 2 did that 
too, you know that's your way always; oh very 
well it was, to be ſure twas I that gobbled: it up. 
(ironcally) > 

Nancy. Then if you did, you've a great deal 
of impudence ; not left even a drop of cream. 
Corny. Cream ! why it taſted in my mouth 

like aſſes milk. (bel rings) Oh, Lord, I forgot 
to tell you, there's one Mr. Tweedle, a Harpſi- 
chorder below, he ſays, as how he's Deximcs at 
St. Thing-o-me's church, and he's ſent for by 
old Maiſter Codger to give you a gavot if yr 
muſic bes in tune. 


Enter TWEEDLE. 


How d'ye do, Sir. (bows aukwardly) 
Tewveedle. Sir, your moſt obedient. (bows) ! 

preſume, Ma'am, you're the young lady? 
Corny. Lady! he, he, he! no that's Nan; ſhe 
may be a lady though if ſhe will, for his old Ho- 
nour's ſo fond of her, that he intends— 
Nancy. 
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Nancy. 1 requeſt you'll go out of the ne 

Corny. I won't. 

Tweedle. Oh, Ma' am, the gentleman- 8 pre- 
ſence is not the leaſt ee (touches 4 
Piano 5 
Corny. Centiviian — 8 2 vaſtly civil man. 
(aide) Sir, will you have a glaſs of rum? 

Nancy. Upon my word, Corny you're very 
rude, and only that the ſtrange gentleman s bye, 
I'd tell you ſo. 

Tweedle. Very good tone. Vou ſing, Ma'am?. 

Nancy. No, Sir, but now and then I hum a 
little — Mr. Codger. 

| Corny. Yes, Sir, ſhe hums Mr. Codger now 
and then, and ſo does I. 
 Teeedle. I mean, Ma'am, do you ſing? 

—4 I'm fond of it, Sir, 

. But ſhe can't ling balf ſo loud as J. 

Line) 


« And then ſays he to Mrs. Nan, 
My name is Dicky of Ballyman; 
And I ean neither card nor ſpin, 
Nor do any one kind of thing.“ 
Tol de rol lol. 


(Caps Tweedle on the ſhoulder and fings) Join me 
in Chorus. Tol de rol lol. | 


Enter Copcrs. 


Codger. What the devil tol de tol lolling i is all 
this ? 
Corny. (Clapping Codger on the ſhoulder, ſings) 
Chorus. Tol de rol lol, 
9 ( Looking at Corny then at the clothes. 
31 | horſe 
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borſe) Ist poſſible— Oh, Mr. Tweedle, I ſuppoſe 
—Sir, on the recommendation of a pupil of 
Fours, who—(to Tweedle) put on my clothes 
„ to Cm) whoſe muſical talents— (o Ttoee- 
you moſt impudent (apart 10 Corny) I ad- 
— Bb to Nroeradle) you audacious (apart to 
Corny) J ſhou'd wiſh to give you the preference 
to 2 other ſon of Eucerpe—you infernal ſcoun- 
drel. (loud to Corny) 

Corny. But why, why Sir, ſhou'd you abuſe 
that young man. 

Teocedle. Sure the 1 s not talking to 
me. 

Corny. Yes, he means you though he looks at 
me, for in a morning he always {quints bugely. 
(Mar.) 
Cuaodger. I'll teach you another tune you villaio, 
(to Corny) © 

Tn. Sir, I cou'd teach you fifty. tunes. 

Codger. Then won't you pleaſe to fit down, Sir. 
(to Tweedle) 

Corny. I'd rather ſtand, P m obliged to you, 
1 
Codger. Walk out of my houſe, you raſcal, or 
Fl break your bones (70 Corny) 

Tweedle. Oh, Sir, I'll ſave you the trouble— 
you're a moſt unmannerly old fellow. | 

CGodger. What! 6 

Terdle. And when you catch me in your 
houſe again, may ] never get as much money 
with a ſcholar as wou'd cover the firſt note of Co- 
relli's jig. 1 

Nancy. The gentleman's gone in a * 


manner. 


Coager. I don't know who" s gone or who's 
here, 
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here, I'm fo embarraſs'd, and confounded j— 
I tell you what, Nancy Buttercup, you're a 
good girl, and a charming girl, and worthy of 
every thing that can he done for you, and you 
know that I love you, but that fellow there your 


brother Corny, is the moſt prodigious ſcoundrel 


that ever | 8 
Corny. Stop; Maiſter Codger, you love ſiſter 
Nan here, and I'm a prodigious ſcoundrel; ſo in 


that caſe d'ye ſee, thus the world wags. (takes | 


ber arm under his, fings and exit with Nancy.) 
 Codyger. There's a fellow, came into my houſe 
only t'other day in a waggoner's frock ; ay, ſet a 


Beggar on Horſeback, and he'll—his ſiſter's a 


lovely girl, but I can't, I muſtn't think any more 


of her—no, no, no bearing the intolerable im- 


| 3 of this curs'd bumpkin ; yet here I'm 

eft a lone bird without a houſekeeper, or any bo- 
dy to look after my family affairs: but no more 
pretty girls, and yet a ſmiling little notable wench 
now might drive Nancy from my old fooliſh 
fond pate. I'm aſham'd to enquire among my 
friends for a young houſekeeper —Eh ! let's ſee 
the paper, ſuch things are often advertiſed— 
(takes the newſpaper and reads) „ Gardener, 
« footman, wants place, groom, lady's maid, 
* houſekeeper, young woman, not unaccom- 
& pliſh'd'”—Oh, ſeems near the mark“ ſuper- 
« intending family—enquire A. B.” This may 


do, I'll conſider of it, throw on my cloaths and 


about it immediately. | | Ei. 


4. 4 i 


SCENE 


— 


* 


454 A'BEGGAR' ON HORSEBACK: 
| ys | - m4 wal 
SCEN E II. 
(Horace 8 Lodgings.. 


Eater Scvor and Horace meeting, (the latter throws 
himſelf into a chair agitated.)- AY 


Scout. Well, Sir, have you ſeen the NManagad 
has he engaged you, what wary, how many be- 
nefits ? 

Flirate: All over a I'm refaſed; (fete. 

Scout. Ah, Sir, if they refuſed you, l'm ſure 
theſe London Managers know very little of good 
acting. 

He. Waited above half an hour befol e this 
King of ſhieds and patches wou'd condeſcend 
to grant me an audience, then after aſking me 
to favour him with a ſpeech—he ſtops me before 
T've got three lines, told me I had a fine voice 
was a good figure—therefore, Sir, fays he, I'd 
adviſe you to go into the country for a few 
ſummers—hey—ah—Cumberiand or Birming- 
ham; or ſtay, Vl give you a line to the manage 
at Coventry. | 

Scout. What the devil, Sir, was he going to 
ſend you to Coventry ? | 

Her. But now my chagrin is a little over, [ 
dare ſay he was right, and | was a coxcomb to 
think of a profeſſion for which nature had denied 
me abilities, Bv heaven Pve a mind to begin 
my acting with George Barnwell, and ſhoot my 
uncle the firlt time I catch him out of doors. To 
bring me up with hopes of an affluent fortune, 


and now abandon me to the blight of poverty! 
Scout. 
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Scout. Huz7a! Sir the luckieſt thing Pleaſe to 
read that card, it was put juſt now into my hand 
in the ſtreet. (offers acard) 

Hor. Pſha! (puts ir afide) 1 almoſt think 
that the hand of Providence is on me for my 
villainous ſcheme upon poor Nancy, and if I 
knew only where to find her— _ 

Scout. Read, only pleaſe to read the card Sir. 

Hor. (reads) The Stage, —Ladies and gen- 
tlemen of a theatrical genius, may have engage- 
ments in a reputable company, in pofleffion 
of a good circuit: For particulars enquire for A. 
B. the Hog in Pound, Oxford Street''—Whar 
d'ye ſhew me this for, lirrah—d' ye think PI tura 
ſtroller 3 ? 

Scout. The fneſt—the moſt comfortable re- 
venge Sir, upon your old uncle The man gave 
me'a whiſper that this is Mrs. Mummery's com- 
pany, and you know that they play at the village 
of Nettlebed within a mile of your uncle's coun- 
try ſeat. Ha, ha, ha! how he will fret and rave 
to ſee his name ſtuck in a play-bill againſt a malt- 
bouſe—l wairant Sir, old family pride ſoon 
brings him down with the caſh, to Keep you off 
the ſtage. 

Hor. But where, or of who am I to enquire. (looks 
at the card) A. B. Oxford- ſtreet Come along 
Scout Let's muſter caſh, thy counſcl is my 
ſhield, 

Scout, We mult be brief when hunger braves 


the field. 
; { Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCEN E. III. 
Oxford-ftreet.—The 1 in View: | 
Enter Corn: ond Nakcr, ber arm under bis. 
hens. 3 


Nan 

Nancy. Well? 

Cabins. ' Look behind, bean Holles ſtreet 
Is'nt old maiſter running after you ? (in a lou 
tone) 

Nancy. Not he indeed. 5 

8. Nor Coley? _ 

Nancy. No. 

— Nor James nor, „ Bray | 

Nancy. I wiſh I cou'd get from him. (of de) 

Corny. Huſh—old maſter's calling you back. 
Nancy. Not one of them. 

Ons, Eh—1I fear I've carried this affair too 
far l believe there's a leg of pork for ſervant's 
dinner to-day. 

| Nancy. Yes, and that's your ſhare of it. | 

Corny. I with I had eat my dinner before I 
came 105 Pm as hungry Nan, I thought 
you were a pretty girl, and now l begin to : 
ped your handſomeneſs. 

1 Why pray ? 

Corny. Or mailter wou'd never have let you 
come away—l no more dreamt that he'd ſuffer 
you to come over the threſhold—Nancy you're 
mortiſh ugly. 

Nancy. Well, Pm as heaven made me. 

Corny. Heaven never made you with a Billingſ- 
gate mob you dab. ; 

Nancy. Lord brother dein't abuſe me in the 
ſtreet 
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ſtreet How ſhall I get away from him? (fide) 
Corny! - _ 594 = ] 

Corny. Well ? 1 

Nancy. If I cou'd but run into Mrs. Neigh« 
bourly's—Vil try—(2fide) As I live Corny, I 
believe this is the very ſtreet where I was ſtop'd 

t'other evening, by the filly fellow that ſwore 

he'd come home with me. 15 | 

Corny. Eh—was it---but how was this you 
gave the fool the double? ; 

Nancy. Oh I'll ſhew you---Suppoſe now I'm 
wanting to run away from you. 

Corny. Well; now let's ſee ? 5 

Nancy. He, he, he! Now mind -I ſay to 
you, Lord Sir, I deſire- Pray Sir, let go my 
hand.“ Then you Know I pull it away Then if 
you take hold of me again, I give you a box on 
the ear juſt ſo f 

Corny. Hold Nan--«we'll ſuppoſe that too. 

Nancy. Then I fay, „Sir you wou'dn'nt dare 
to touch me if my brother was by for though 
he is a ſtupid ſort of lad 

Corny. Don't ſay that Nanny. 

Nancy. © He wou'dn't ſtand by and ſee me 
affronted ; and Sir, if you want girls for your 
purpoſe look yonder. now you know you are 
to look yonder. | 

Corny. Well, there. (turns his head aſide) But 
I ſee no girl. 

Nancy. Well now Corny I give the fool the 
double. (runs into the inn) $39, 

Corny. The deuce a girl, or if there was one, 
ſhe's hopp'd off with herſelf ; but Nan is this the 
way you gave the fool the double 
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Enter Hor act and SCOUT. . ; 
8 Hor. I think this is it. | 
Scout. Yes Sir, this is the very houſe. 
Corny. (without turning) The devil a bit. 
Hor. So now for Mrs. Mummery. (goes inio 
en) 
Corny. Pray do you love leg 0 ork ? ? 
Scout. Why yes friend, with a peaſe . 
„ Fon | [ Exit into the Inn. 
Corry. Od zountifiſh ! ! (turning round) where's 
Nan? gone! halloo Nan yes, he has given the 
fool the double—Ah what an owl was I to think 
of building my fortin upon the mind of a wo- 
man—Nan !—where—which way did ſhe go? 
Nan! Ah poor Corny! where's now my coach- 
manſhips—my gardnerſhip's—my buttlerſhips 
All my ſhips are caſt away I'll &en go back— 
down upon my knees, and if old maiſter will but 
forgi' me, and take me into houſe again, I'Il ſet 
my hand to any thing—take a ſcrub at a table— 
a whiſk at a carpet—a friz at a wig—tap the 
{mall beer—feed Tib and Bob, or curry Dobbin— 
I'll wind up the jack for Dolly the cook, and 
turn down beds for Peggy the houſemaid. 
(Exit, 
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SCENE IV; and 1 


A Room in the Inn. 
A ringing and confuſed noiſe without. 


Enter Nancy running and alarmed, and Mus. 


NEIGHBOUR LY. 


Mrs. N. You may walk in here Nancy— 
{calls off.) Sam ſtep into the office and fee thoſe 
arcels book'd for the Ayleſbury coach. (turning 
fo 15 My houſe is ſo full of one ſort or other 
—Paflengers waiting for Places, and—always 

in a buſtle. 

Nancy. Oh my dear coufin Nighbourly ſhut 
the py I'm ſo frighten'd, and fo glad to get 
ſafe here to you. 

Mrs. N. But how Nancy! — s the mat- 
ter, have you left your place? (calls ) You 
Dick bring up that ſhilling's worth of half-and- 
half to Mrs. Mummery, (turns to Nancy) a great 
managereſs of three or four country play-houſes, 
we've got here in the houſe, and a ſpecial 
cuſtomer ſhe is—but how and why ? Lord *twas 
-rife about our neighbaurhood, all the folks had 
it here, that your maſter had married you, 

Nancy. Oh, Heavens! don't mention ſuch a 
thing—bleſs me, who's that? ſhut the door 
I'm not here if it's my brother Corny. 

Mr. N. Not ſee your brother 

Nancy. Ha, ha, ha! I dare ſay he's in a peck 
of troubles to know what's become of me. 

Cel. 
3u 2 Mrs. N. 
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Mrs. N. Huſh ! ua. 

Nancy. But what ſhall. I do if I can get no 
place to ſuit me Ah, cruel Mr. Tinſel, were you 
but here—Now indeed I want a protector. 


Re-enter Mrs, NEIGHBOURLY, 


. Mrs. N. I'm ſure I don't know what he means 
here's a gentleman aſking for A. 8B. 

Nancy. Gh that's me—my advertiſement has 
brought him; I warrant my face is covered with 
duſt, and no looking glaſs here ; I wonder is he 
old, or young, or middle aged? My dear cou- 


ſin will you ſhew the gentleman up, but be you 


within call though. - | 4 
Mrs. N. Lord Nancy, this is all very odd—for 
my part I've nothing- to do with gentlemen, 
either up or down — This way, Sir, if you 18 : 
. | - | Exul, 
Nancy. Well this is luck indeed, if I get a 
place ſo ſoon—how ſtrangely my heart flutters. 


Enter Horace, 


Hor. Ay, I ſuppoſe my female country mana- 
ger here will be for ſending me to Coventry roo 
I preſume ma'am, you're the lady that adver- 
tiſed for—— — 

Nancy. Yes, Sir. (curtfies, then looks with atten- 


| tion at Horace) Mr. Tinſel! 


Hor. My Nancy I— Why this is the moſt un- 
expected, the moſt fortunate meeting—— 

Nancy. If you think it fortunate, how could 
you leave me to the anger of my friends; ſcoff 
of the whole village ; and my own bitter reflec- 
tions at your ſudden departure. | 0 

| Ore 
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Hor. (kiſſes ber) Huſh ! there now I forgive 
| you, 
: Nancy. You forgive me Ah, you 4 bell les ; 
but I can't be angry with you; I'm ſo happy 
- bleſs me I think I hear my maſter's voice, 
Hor. Your maſter! 
Nancy. Yes, one Mr, Cod * here above in 
Harley Street that I hired with on my coming to 
London. 
Hor. Is't poſſible you can be my uncle's 
Nancy? 
Nancy. Mr. Codger your uncle! 
Hor. "All's out—he is indeed Nancy. 
Nancy. Dear, what are you my maſter's ne- 
hew, Mr. Horace! a gentleman ! well ſomething 
all along told me that you were not really a 
ſtrolling Jager; —ah, you cruel deceiver ! 


Enter Sie NE1GHBOURLY. 


Mys. N. Nancy, child, I'll make free to turn 
you and, this gentleman into another room, 
for Mrs. Mummery is coming to hire ſome 
of her actor folks in this, 
. Her. Mrs. Mummery ! oh, that muſt be the 
lady I-came to enquire after. 

Mrs. M. (without) This way Mr. Barnavag. 

Mrs. N. Here ſhe is—I muſt beg pardon— 
can't diſoblige her—a good cuſtomer—always 
uſes my houſe when ſhe comes to town. 

(Puts Horace and N ancy off. 


This room is ready, ma'am. 
Ge , exit.) 


Kue 
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Enter Mas. Monnaar, Barnavac, Youne, - 
BARNAVAG, and Miss BARNAVAG. 


Mrs. M. Well, Mr: — What's your nes? 
Bar. Barnavag, madam.  ' 

Mrs. M. Ha, and this is your ſon and dugb⸗ 
ter — and you'd with to engage in my cam- 
ö any : 

a Br. We wou'd, Madam. | 

Mrs. M. Long on the ſtage, Mr. TEASES * 

Bar. Sixty two years laſt Lynmart; my firſt 
appearance was the child in the Chances, and I 
ſqualled ſo naturally chat the thunder of applauſe 
rings in my ears this very moment. 

Mrs. M. And pray Miſs Bar _—F what caſt 
are you in ? 

Mifs B. Moſtly the old men in | Comedy, 
madam. - 2 | 
MM. M. And your ſon ? 

Young B. I do the airy fops—ah, ha—(capers 
heavily, and takes ſnuff, then blows and fans himſelf 
with his hat) 

Bar. Madam, our family is a little company 
in itſelf, but my eldeſt ſon! ab, Mrs. Mummery, 
he has prodigious merit indeed—Gaby, are you 
ſure your brother ſaid he'd follow us ? 

Young B. Yes. | 

Bar. Ha—well, Ma'am, he'll enquire for you 
by your ſignature of A. B,—He's our Macbeth, 
Lear, Touchſtone, and ſo forth—but his grand 
line, is the old comical fathers, Madam, an ex- 
travagant dog thopgh—it's he that broke up my 
company—why Madam, he has ruin'd my ward- 
robe by weaiing the ſtock-cloaths ; and as our 
laſt play was the Buſy Body, I dare ſay the fellow 

1s 
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is at this moment figuring up ſwallow ſtreet, in 
the character of Sir Francis Grippe 
Mrs. M. Well, well, we ſhall fee, but you 
muſt know, Mr. Barnavag, our gentlefolks down 
in the country, to ape the elegance of your Lon» 
don taſte, have got mad after camels, birds, 
horſes, muſical. hares, balloons, and ſuch things ; 
and ſo in compliance with theſe new fancies, my 
buſineſs partly up to London, was.to engage the 
dancing dogs for them—OQOh,, and apropos, II 
ſhew you—(calls) Mrs. Neighbourly! | 


Enter Mas. NEIGHBOURLY, | 


Has the man brought home the things I mentions 
ed Mrs. Neighbourly ? 8 2 
Mrs. N. 1 don't know, Ma'am, but ſome man 
left that caſe for you. (pointing to a caſe) 
Mrs. M. ( Looking at it, turns to Barnavag) I 
get all my ſtage properties made in London, by 
Mr. Combes, of Covent Garden, a very ingenious 
man, and I even have my ſcenes painted in town 
by little Mr. Hodgins—— Here's a cargo of 
crowns, ſceptres, daggers, bowls, and truncheons. 
Mrs. N. I've ſhewn an old gentleman into the 
next room, Madam, he comes about an adver- 
tiſement. | 
Bar. Old gentleman 1 ha, ha, ha! it's he, 
Madam—it's my ſon Nokes—when he's dreſſed 
the fellow looks the old gentleman indeed—Ha, 
ha, ha l—and I dare ſay he'll put it on too, to 
give you a ſample of his ating—Ha, ha, ha,—a 
wild rogue, Ma'am. BY & 266034 
Mrs. M. Shew him in here. | 
| [Exit Mrs. Neighbourly. 
In 
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he. 


In cafe it ſhou'd not be he, Mr. Barnavag, you 1 
pleaſe to ſtep down ſtairs a moment. 

Bar. Yes, Ma'am—but I warrant 'tis Nokts— 
we call him Nokes, he's CO Ns: ha! 


Come down, children. 


| Exeunt, manent Mrs. Mummery. 8 
Mrs. M. Nen out Oh yes, this muſt be 


: | Enter CoDGER. | 


Codger. Servant, Ma'am. 
Mrs. M. Sir— 
Codger. Ah, my heart is pretty ſafe with ſach 


2 houſekeeper as this. (ade) 


Mrs. M. Muſt be a good _— fine gri- 
mace indeed. (afide) 

Codger. I preſume you are A. B. 

Mrs. M. 1 am. f 

Coager. You're a bouncing B. ( ofide) I'd be 
glad to know your laſt place, becauſe I ſhall 
want a character. 

Mrs. M. You may have plenty of characters, 8 
Sir, but pray are you a quick ſtudy? 

Codger. Eh? 
. Mrs. M. I dare ſay you'll find 1 mine a good 
company. 

Codger. I make no doubt, Ma'am, but you're 


very good company but will you undertake the 


care of my family? Pray let's know your terms— 
what wages ? | 
Mrs. M. Salary is our of the queſtion—you 


may have a ſhare in my company. 


Codger. Well, Ma'am, you're very generous, 


to give me ſhare of your company without any 


ſalary 
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falary Let's ſtrike the bargain—you undertake. 
the Tha of my family. ; 

Mrs. M. Why Sir, I muſt ſay part of your 65 
mily I think very uſeleſs. I don't like the 155 fop. 

Cdger. The fat fop !—oh, Corny, [ ſuppo —_ 
(ide) 2 

Mrs. M. Then, upon my word; your poor old 

father's fit for nothing but a candle ſnulfer. 
Codger. My father a candle ſnuffer ! 

Mrs. M. But, however, I haye no objection to 
engage you. | 

Codger, Yes, you're very engaging—{ aſide) 

Mrs. M. But there's one thing—not- ſo free 
with the wardrobe—you muſtn*t ſtrut about in 
my cloaths, 

Codger. Ha, ha, ha! don' t fear Mahn, I'm 
not quite ſo frolickſome. 

Mrs. M. I believe you're an excellent old man, 
but you ſhall have a trial part are you frighten; d 
at a full houſe. Ge 

Codger. Frig hren'd—ſhe thinks me ſome ſtingy 
hunks—(af4;) Why no Ma' am, I'm uſed to ſee 
a good deal of company. 

Mrs. M. Oh then, we're generally full at the 
race time—or ſhou'd you like to take your trial 
at the next aſſizes. 

Codger. What! : 
Mrs. M. And then if you're approv'd of, you 
may take your full ſwing. 

Codger. 1 ſwing at the next afſizes! I'm very 
much oblig'd to you Ma'am. (going). 

Mrs. M. Where's the man going I have the 
ſtamps ready—here Mrs. Neighboutly—(calls) 
and if you N we'll ſign the articles —and call 
up your father to witneſs them. 14 

VOL. III. 3 *  Codger, 
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' Code er. Call up my father! If i i:'s the fame ta 
you, well let him ſlay where he 1 is. 
Mrs. M. Why, pr ay ? N 
Codger. Becauſe, Ma'am, it mi be OT ta 3 
make the difference of three chouſan d a year to 
me. | 
Mrs. M. Ha, ha, ha! you re dune comic, : 
Cudger. Am ! faith. N. 5 
Ms. M. Da you dance | 
ir! _ Cogger. Dance! 
| I Mr. M. But how is your tragedy ? 
EF... Codger. Egad, Ma'am, I don't know how it is. 
# Met. M. Let's have a ſpeech Come, the mad 
4} | ſcene in Lear—here's his garland—( takes a garland . 
of artificial flowers from the caſe, and throws it oder 
Codger s ſhoulders) Come, “ Pull off my hog | 
hard—harder.” _ | 
Codger. 1 never pull'd off a lady's boats i in mp _- 
life. # | 
Mrs. *M. Well, he a rruncheon. 20. 
( Takes a mnchen from the caſe, and puts it in his 
band) Blow wind, burſt rack, at leaſt we'll die 
with harneſs on our back.“ 
Codger. And pray Ma'am, what am I to do 
5 this piece of tick 
Tho Mrs. M. Ay, you're all for comedy ] ſee— 
t Firſt the quip modeſt—next the reply churliſh.” 
Codger. By the Lord, Madam 
| Ars. M. Oh you're going to the Clown in 
| Twelfth Night——Well, let's have a ſpeech of 
| that—oh, ftay, here's the clown's cap — (takes 
a cap from the caſe, and puts it on Codger s head) 
| ---interrupted ! well, this gentleman can witne 
the articles. 


1 
. 
* 4 


by. ee . 


| Enter emen, ROSS 15k 
" Hh. My * 75 „ 
Codger. Horace! 


Mrs. M. ( Reading) «You 5 to act in 1 
tragedies, comedies, operas, farces, preludes, in · 
terludes, prologues, epilogues, mimes, and pan- 
tomimes.“ 4 

Codger. Hey (Putting his ſagerr to bis ears) 

Hor. What the devil] uncle, ate you going 
on the ſtage ?---ha, ha, ha. 8 
| Codger. I don't know where 1 'm going, nor 
what this great woman s going to do wy me. 


* Enter Conuv. | | 
Corny. Maiſter Codger I'm come—ha, ha, ha! 
| (babe at bim) Lord what a fine fool my maiſter 
does make. Ha, ha, ha! 


Coder. Get along you ſcoundrel. (throws the 


cap at him) Laugh'd at by you too. 
Enter BaRnavac. 


Barny. Well Mrs. Mummery he's not come. 
Mrs. M. Yes he's here, and a charming co- 
median he is. (pointing to Codger) | 

| Codger. Tell me woman what are you at here 
with your articles and your | mines, and your 
pantomimes ? 

Mrs. M. Why ain” t you Nokes the Player, 
ſon to old Batnavag ?.,-— 

Codger. Don't Barnavag me woman I'm nei- 
. ther John O' Nokes nor Peter Stiles. 

Barny, Lord Mrs. Mummery that's not my 
ſon—( looks fedfaſtly at hin) Od it's Squire 

Codyger, 
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. You're right,  friend---(turns to Ms. 
Mummery) And if you are Mrs. Mummery, and I 


= had you down at Nettlebed Hall, Id ſee, how 


you'd look in a whirligig, Madam. 
Mrs. M. Squire Codger! do your Honor pleaſe” 


to forgive We vow 1 took you for a player in 
the old caſt, and that all your wrinkles, nodding” 
and ſhambling, was put on to ſhew me, what a fine 


actor you were. 

Hor. Come, uncle, Mrs. Muinoiery meant no 
harm, and if you remain in the ſame humour 
when laſt we parted. inſtead of you, if ſhe'll ac- 
cept of me for a comedian, I af br bring a lovely 


girl here, whoſe perſon and qualifications may 


rove ornamental, even to a 3 Royal 
(Goes to the door and leads Nancy 


Codger. My little bees ! 
| Nancy. Ay Sir---your poor Nancy, who, * 


you were a King, wou'd rather be your me | 


* 


than your wife. | 
Hor. True Sir—this 1s the ſweet iunocence | 


that 1 betrayed under the name of Tinſel the 
Player, but I am now with. fincere contrition 
determin'd to make her an honorable reparation. 

Codger. Hey !—give me your hand Horace, 


for this act of generoſity I forgive you all your 


rogueries.— I muſt ſay Nancy is worthy of an 
haneſter man, and it ſhall be her old maſter's 


f part to reward her conſtancy to you, and by 2 


return of my fayour, to ſecure your affection 
to her. 7 2 


